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EDITORIAL
rh e

eighties have been widely

heralded as an era of increasing con
servatism, as evidenced by the high
youth vote for Reagan last November,
and the emergence of that new pop
group, the “ Yuppies.” It’s a logical
stereotype of television’s instant anal
ysis, a trivialization of our reality that
lulls us into accepting as real what is
hypothetical. Such potent symbols
are dangerous when they become role
models, as if the media is giving us
permission to “ be” in tune with our
age.
How the era will evolve is far from
clear at present. For just as the sixties
began sometime in 1964 with the
Beatles’ invasion and the escalation
of the Vietnam War, the real eighties
may still lie on the horizon, waiting for
a triggering event. And the crystal ball
is cloudy, because" reality always
eludes the catchphrases which come
to characterize such periods.
The standard rundown of our recent
history has the Roaring Twenties
rudely interrupted by the Crash of ’29,
followed by the grim depression thir
ties, the war-years forties, the “ I Like
Ike” —McCarthy Era fifties, the social
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protest-psychedelic sixties, and last,
usually least, the retrenchment, Medecade seventies. As an overview, it
neatly provides compartments for
people and events, and discourages
deeper exploration. What it misses, of
course, is the amazing variety and
complexity of human behavior—the
divergence from the “ norm” that pro
vides texture in the real world.
Think of the much-maligned seven
ties, now characterized as a time
when the nation did a double-take and
stepped away from activism into re
treat, complacency and self-absorp
tion. While it is true that these nut
shells describe some reality, they pre
vent us from considering what did
take place, which was far from non
political and may ultimately turn out
to be more significant.
The seventies saw the development
of both the women’s and the gay
rights movements, both of which have
redefined how we see ourselves and
relate to those around us. In their
wake, we have rape-relief hotlines,
day-care centers, a response to the
battered-wife syndrome, women’s
sports, legislation against sex-related
job discrimination and an overall sen
sitizing to the misuse and abuse of
language. The anti-nuclear power
movement came into its own in the
seventies. And the era saw the wide
spread application and evolution, of
such “ sixties” principles as coopera
tion, egalitarianism, non-violence
and small-is-beautiful appropriatetechnology.
It is true that in either era, the vast
majority of the populace was only
peripherally touched by such ac
tivism. For every flower child who
made it to San Francisco, a dozen or
more stayed in Dubuque and Dallas,
got married, got jobs and raised
families. And for every anti-nuclear
warrior, many more settled cozily into
jobs with the government and the
companies so often blamed for our di
lemma. The cover-all stereotype clev
erly glosses over much of what hap
pened then and is happening now.
At present, we can see the parallel
development of both entrenched con
sumerism and of a deep-reaching
movement for peace and improved
human relations. If events turn in Cen
tral America, today’s “ Yuppie” might
become active tomorrow. Though, no
doubt, it would be in a different style
than we “ expect” such protest to take.
And that career-oriented college stu

dent is already concerned about
South African apartheid.
Our largely secular age accepts the
media models because we lack a
higher authority on how to be. But the
media has no useful moral authority.
They are describers, who too often are
accepted as guides. Now, as before,
there are people who live to make a
difference on the planet—role mod
els, if we need them. Ultimately our
own actions define who we are, and
thus nature the nature of the world.
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t was over 2OO years ago that our Founding Fathers met in
Philadelphia to lay down the principles upon which our new coun
try would be based. If the Clinton St. Quarterly had been around then,
you can bet your boots that these dedicated American patriots would
have turned to it time and time again for reference and inspiration as
they painstakingly worked out the ideas contained in the Constitution
and the Bill of Rights.
OK. So they might not have had much use for “Christmas Gifts for
Chickens” or the story of the woman who divorced her husband and
married her bowling ball. But what about the other stuff? You know,
the political stuff. They’d have read that, wouldn’t they? Of course!
Yeah, sure! And might they have picked up their copies of the West
Coast's favorite journal of fiction, features, political writing, humor and
eyeball-snagging graphics on street corners in Seattle, Portland,
Eugene and points nearby? Of course not! It would have been a long
ride by horseback and canoe. Many would have died. It w ouldn’t have
been worth it. Instead, they'd have subscribed to the Clinton St. Quar
terly and had it delivered by postal employees, many of them wearing
shorts in the summer. That’s how they’d have done it.
Our forefathers loved America. If you love America you'll be like
them and subscribe to the Clinton St. Quarterly. Four issues a year for
only $6.00. Get the picture? Stop being a squalling left-wing pantywaist. Be an American. Subscribe now.
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Story and Photos by Dennis Eichhorn
ou really can’t go home again. That’s especially true if you’re from Idaho, like me. Now

Y

that the neo-Nazis have moved in, something new has been added, and something old
has been taken away. In other words, things have changed.
Like I said, I’m from Idaho. I’ve always felt comfortable there. I grew up in Boise, partied
in Sun Valley and McCall, played football at the-University in Moscow. I fought forest and
range fires from one end of the state to the other, tended bar and bucked bales and raised
hell all over Idaho. I know what Idaho is all about, and it doesn’t surprise me that the white
supremacists and neo-Nazis have established a beachhead in the northern part of the state.
For one thing, Idaho has always been
lily-white. People have moved there for
years to get away from the cities and
people of color. The Mormon Church,
with its understated policy of racial dis
crimination, is a bowerful force in Idaho.
In some ways, Idaho is much like a
Southern state. In 1960, it was the only
state west of the Mississippi to cast a
majority of votes for George Wallace.
There are plenty of ex-Southern crackers
in them thar hills.
Racist jokes abound in Idaho. The
John Birch Society and the Minutemen
have long been vocal, visible presences.
Now there are more American Nazi party
' members and Ku Klux Klansmen than
ever before. I remember right-wing
billboards everywhere. You’ll be driving
along enjoying the scenery, when sud
denly you’ll come upon a huge red-whiteand-blue billboard adorned with the
image of a stern Uncle Sam that reads
“THEY’LL PRY MY GUN FROM MY
DEAD, COLD FIST.” Welcome to Idaho.
Guns, and the right to own and keep
them, are a big issue in Idaho. People
there cherish their shootin’ irons. Ranch
ers are always getting caught with barns
full of artillery, everything from automatic
rifles to anti-aircraft guns. Nobody thinks
much about it, because nearly everyone
has gun collections of their own.
These are all factors that led to the in
vasion of the neo-Nazis. But probably the
biggest draw was the Code of the West,
Idaho-style. It’s a simple code: Live and
let live. You mind your business and I’ll
tend to mine. Do what you like, but don’t
have sex in front of my kids or impose
your moral values on me or mine. Don’t
get in my face, and if you do, be prepared
for the consequences. Don’t bother me
and I won’t bother you.
The neo-Nazis and white supremacists
have taken full advantage of Idaho’s laisser-faire cultural attitudes. They started
organizing the state’s northern Panhan
dle region in the early 1970s. The first
evidence of this was the emergence of
the Posse Comitatus, an anti-tax vig

Western Montana with a combined popu
lation of just over one million. Ninety-five
percent of the Inland Empire’s citizenry
is white, with the majority of blacks living
in Spokane County. Less than one per
cent are Jewish. Butler and his Aryan Na
tions brethren seized on these demog
raphic facts as a fait accompli, claiming
the region as part of their so-called “ter
ritorial imperative,’ which they desig
nated as a large portion of the United
States and Canada, to be set aside as a
bastion for the white master race.
The Aryan Nations’ doctrines of antiSemitism and racial superiority seemed
to fit the area. Hurling invectives works
when the people you’re attacking aren’t
around to respond. The local residents
let the racist rhetoric go unchal
lenged... after all, the neo-Nazis were
white and pro-gun, just like the over
whelming majority of the population. The
problem was intensity, not ideology.
The Aryan Nations, with about 60 true
believers and a mailing list of more than
6,000, did more than just rant and print
hate literature. They organized, con
stantly reaching out for more converts
and seeking to build a broader base of
support. Efforts were made to unite with
local residents who opposed the legaliza
tion of gambling, an annual issue in revenue-hungry Idaho. Neo-Nazis aligned
with ratepayer groups determined to stop
the incursions of the Washington Public
Power Supply System and its legacy of
nuclear power indebtedness.
The neo-Nazi outreach intensified.
Butler’s Aryan Nations bought ads in
magazines like Shotgun News and
Easyriders. A prison recruiting program
was developed, and links were forged
with the Aryan Brotherhood, a loose-knit
white gang with thousands of members
within the American and Canadian penal
systems. Locally, attempts were made to
attract like-minded cohorts from the
ranks of the Inland Empire’s elected offi
cials. Aryan Nations propaganda, hate
mail and racist disinformation was mailed
to local politicos. One announcement of

Butler and his Aryan Nations’ brethren
claimed the region as part of their “Territorial
Imperative,’ a large portion of the United
States and Canada, to be set aside as a bastion
for the white master race.
ilante group that spread nationally and
found
fertile
ground
in
Idaho.
Spearheaded by Richard Butler and
other outspoken white supremacists, the
Posse began to attract hundreds of guntotin’ members who were anxious to de
fend themselves from the ravages of big
government. The authorities took note,
but let things slide. After all, the Posse
was pro-gun, anti-taxes and white as the
driven snow. They fit right in.
Richard Butler, a former aircraft en
gineer from California, became the
leader of the nouveau racists. Butler had
discovered the white supremacist move
ment in 1960 when he met Wesley
Smith, the founder of the Church of
Jesus Christ Christian, a rabidly racist
group. Butler was Smith's protege, be
coming the group's titular leader after
Smith’s death in 1971. Butler moved the
movement’s headquarters to Northern
Idaho in 1973, buying land in the Hayden
Lake area and adopting the name of
Aryan Nations. Racists from all over the
country began moving to the Idaho
Panhandle, and before long there was a
sizeable contingent of white suprema
cists operating out of the sylvan Northern
Idaho countryside.
Northern Idaho is part of what is called
the Inland Empire: 32 counties in North
ern Idaho, Eastern Washington and

a “shoot” was accompanied by a “Run
ning Nigger" target, with a Spokane
synagogue listed as the return address.
Splinter groups emerged, some more
militant than others. The most notorious
offshoot is the Bruders Schweigen or Si
lent Brotherhood, also known as The
Order. This faction was organized in
1983 by Robert J. Matthews and other
dissatisfied neo-Nazi militants who
wanted to escalate racial disharmony to
a new level. Perhaps three dozen men
and women joined The Order, vowing to
die, if necessary, to further the cause of
white supremacy through violence.
Their program is based on the book
The Turner Diaries, a fictional account of
a futuristic race war that is instigated and
won by a dedicated band of neo-Nazis
also called The Order. First published in
1978, The Turner Diaries was ghost-writ
ten and copyrighted by William L. Pierce
(also known as Luther Pierce), a former
University of Oregon professor who was
leader of the now-defunct National Al
liance, a white supremacist cadre with in
ternational affiliations.
The Turner Diaries is well-writteri, and
provides a semi-plausible blueprint for
the disruption of American society in
preparation for a bloody coup by The
Order. It’s a comprehensive primer for
modern urban guerrilla warfare, focusing
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on essential details such as communica
tion networks and internal security, the
theft and stockpiling of weapons and
explosives, fund-raising through counter
feiting and armed robbery, selective as
sassinations and finally terrorism on the
grand scale...all spelled but and under
scored with virulent anti-Semitism and
racial hatred that leaves nothing to the
imagination. This was exciting fodder for
members of The Order, and they set out
to make the neo-Nazi dream a reality.
Recruiting from the hate groups that
were allied with the Aryan Nations, The
Order made stringent demands on its
’prospective members. Sodium Pentathol, lie detectors and voice- stress
analyzers were reportedly used to en
sure that only those who hated Jews and
non-whites in their heart of hearts were
admitted into its ranks. They believed
that white supremacy and genocide were
the true path, and swore an oath of al
legiance that bound them to accept all
direct orders from their leaders, upon
point of death.
Moving swiftly from rhetoric to direct
action, The Order began to lash out at
the System, as the powers-that-be are
called in The Turner Diaries. Alan Berg,
a Jewish radio personality, was one
known victim, gunned down in front of
his Denver, Colorado home in mid-1984.
Robberies of armored trucks and banks
in Washington and California netted mil
lions of dollars for The Order’s war cof
fers, as did a massive counterfeiting
scheme.
A shootout between the FBI and a sus
pected member of The Order in Northern
Idaho led to a series of exchanges that
culminated in the incineration of leader
Robert Matthews by FBI agents in De
cember, 1984, at an Order hideout on
Whidbey Island, Washington. A nation
wide manhunt followed, resulting in more
than two dozen arrests in several states.
But although several large caches of ar
maments and stolen money were unco
vered while tracking members of The
Order down, several million dollars still
remain unaccounted for.
One person, wholeheartedly dedicated
to the tenets of racial superiority and will
ing to kill for his beliefs, is a lone
psychopath. Three dozen racial fanatics,
bound together in a subversive group
and controlled by the threat of death, are
something else altogether. As the news
poured forth on The Order, I began to
wonder how such an organization could
have been tolerated by the rustic Idaho
citizenry. Were they giving up their out
door sports and digging bunkers in
stead? Were the Idaho schools filled with
neo-Nazi brownshirts? Were the loggers
and farmers graduating from chummy ra
cist jokes to organized anti-Semitism and
murderous bigotry? I wanted to know.

My Own
Private Idaho
Like most natives of Idaho, I’ve always
carried a piece of the state’s vast Primi
tive Area in the back of my mind as a
safe mental refuge that I could dream of
whenever the forces of the modern world
overwhelmed me. The neo-Nazis had
despoiled my illusion of Idaho as a
sanctum sanctorum. I found myself plan
ning a trip back to my old stomping
grounds to view the aftermath of this
bombardment of hatred.
Before long I was driving into Hayden,
Idaho. Hayden is a small town of about
2500, adjacent to the resort area of
Hayden Lake. Both communities are
about 30 miles east of Spokane,
Washington and five miles north of Couer
d'Alene, Idaho. I’d lived there before, so
I thought I knew what to expect.
In 1971, some friends and I had gotten
involved with the production of a Summer
rock festival at Farragut State Park, a
large recreation area a few miles north of
Hayden. An enraged local resident, filled
with fury over the imagined hordes of
drug-crazed hedonists due to invade the
park, decided to do something about it.
He rented an airplane used to spray
crops and arranged to load the tanks with
undiluted pesticide, intending to direct
the pilot to fly over the park’s ampitheatre
when the crowd was at its largest and
spray them with poison. The pilot, under
standably nervous about the plot, turned
his client in and he was stopped by the
county police.
Another group of local rednecks had
chosen to take up positions in the hills
across the lake from a nude swimming
beach, with the intention of sniping at a
few hippies. An alert waitress, hearing
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Neo-Nazi literature

the plan discussed in a Plummer, Idaho
cafe, had alerted the authorities.
The propensity for violence has always
been present in the Idaho Panhandle; it
has merely lacked direction and organi
zation. Now, however, the leadership is
there.
I checked into a local motel, described
in the tourist brochures as “offering a
beautiful view in a restful, quiet atmos
phere.” Then I looked the town of Hayden
over. It had grown, of course. Instead of
being a tiny crossroads settlement on
Highway 95, Hayden had expanded con
siderably. There were a few bars, cafes,
gas stations and small businesses.
There was even a small mall. Many
lakeside homes in Hayden Lake are
maintained for vacation use by Spokane
residents, lending a vague resort-town
atmosphere to the area. The Hayden
Lake go'lf course is still one of the best in
the state. Despite the changes, Hayden
looked much the same as I remembered
it.
The differences were more subtle. I got
my first hint of them when I stepped into
the tiny bar at my motel and plopped
down on a stool. The conversation in the
tavern absolutely stopped, as everyone
directed hostile stares in my direction. I
ordered a drink and sipped it in near-per
fect silence. No one said anything for half
an hour, until I thanked the bartender and
left. As soon as I went outside, the buzz
of voices resumed.
This was strange stuff. I went to two
other bars, with exactly the same results.
You could have sliced the fear and
paranoia with a knife; everyone acted as
if they had something to hide, like a town
full of coke dealers. After buying some
gas from a silent service station atten
dant and a newspaper from a mute 7-11
clerk, I drove two miles south to the
neighboring hamlet of Dalton Gardens to
visit some old friends who live there.
Ben and Carrie acted like they were
glad to see me. Married for years, they
seemed to be relatively prosperous resi
dents of the community. Their house,
similar to many others on their rural road,
was large and set on a sizeable chunk of
real e’state. A chest-high chain-link fence
separated them from the rest of the
world.
Ben has been a trader and swap-meet
organizer for years. He knew many of the
long-time locals on a first-name basis.
“What’s the matter with people around
here?” I asked him, as we sat in the living
room watching their baby playing on the
shag rug. “Everybody clams up as soon
as I come around. It didn’t use to be like
this.”
“People are playing it close to the
vest,” Ben told me. “There are 50 FBI
agents running around here...that’s one
agent for every 50 residents. You know
that these rednecks have never particu
larly liked the cops, especially the feds.
And we’re all pretty sick of the publicity
too. There have been dozens of repor
ters coming in and dredging up informa
tion about the neo-Nazis, and Hayden is
getting a bad name. Everyone that lives
here resents that. Most folks here think
that the neo-Nazis are totally fucked;
they stay away from them and mind their
own business. When a stranger shows
up, the locals figure that he’s either a
cop, a reporter, or maybe a right-wing
nut. We don’t say much, because you
never know who might be listening.
“But really, most people dislike the
neo-Nazis. I’ve got an 18-foot Nazi flag
that I bought at a flea market a couple of
years ago, and I’ve been thinking about
putting it on display and charging people
a dollar to take a whack at it with a knife.
I could give the money to charity.”
“I’d like to see that,” I told him. “By the
way, where is the neo-Nazi encamp
ment? It’s not right near Hayden, is it?”
Carrie shook her head. “No, it’s about
eight miles north of town. Most people
don’t even know exactly where it is.
Come on, let’s drive out and take a look.
You can see for yourself.”
We drove north through Hayden and
got on Highway 95, turning right at the
Garwood Tavern. A mile or two more,
and then another right onto Rimrock
Road; then another half mile, and there
it was, on the right side of the road, a
wooden fence and gate with a sign:
ARYAN NATIONS— Whites Only.
It wasn’t much to look at. “How many
people gather here?" I asked.
“About 75, max,” Ben said. “They have
services every Sunday morning, and
that’s when all the local members get to
gether. There are a few living out here all
the time, Butler and a few of his zombies.

And this is where they have their Aryan
Congress every July. About 300 people
from all over the world show up for that
one.
As we drove back toward Hayden, my
friends told me that the annual neo-Nazi
convention attracts a few older people
from Europe. “There’s some old Euro
pean money financing part of this move
ment,” Ben said. “It just takes one or two
old Nazi widows writing checks to Butler
every Summer to keep things rolling.”
Were Butler and the neo-Nazis, ever
the opportunists, milking the dregs of the
Third Reich? Perhaps the strident bleats
of the Aryan Nations were nothing more
than the dying gasps of a fading Teutonic
dream.
I dropped my friends off and went into
Couer d’Alene. I looked up Phil, another
friend who had lived in the Idaho
Panhandle all his life. When I brought up
the subject of neo-Naziism, Phil had
plenty to say.
“This part of the state was a logical
place for them to settle,” he told me. “This
area is fairly isolated and sparsely popu
lated...there are only about 60,000
people in this county, and Spokane is the
nearest real city. Our local police depart
ments are under-funded. And the people
hereabouts are three shades: white, whi
ter, whitest; good Aryan stock.
“People have always been tolerant of
lifestyles around here. But now there’s a
feeling of suppressed anticipation. This
neo-Nazi thing has been blown all out of
proportion. It’s no wonder everyone is
uptight in Hayden. Who wants the cops
poking around? A lot of people have
guns around, and they don’t want the
police trying to take them away.”
“Is it easier to buy a gun here now than
it used to be?” I asked him.
“You know it’s always been real easy,”
Phil said. “Come in here...i'll show you
mine.” We went into an adjoining room,
where there were several rifles, shotguns
and pistols in plain view. “Look at this
one,” Phil continued, opening a drawyer
and taking out what appeared to be a
camouflage-colored plastic rifle stock.
Peeling off the rubber butt, Phil pulled a
barrel, trigger mechanism and clip of bul
lets from inside the stock, assembling the
weapon in less than a minute.
“See?” he said, handing the rifle to me.
“It’s a .22. I paid a guy $50 for it back in
1971. He and his friends have a few bar
rels full of guns like these buried out on
the Rathdrum Prairie. It’s not very accu
rate, but you could kill somebody with it.
The survivalists like them because
they’re easy to smuggle and hide. It’s
made by Armalite.”
Putting the gun aside, we went back
into the front room. “The guy I bought
that rifle from doesn’t like the neo-Nazis
at all,” Phil said. “He thinks that the best
thing to do would be wait until they’re
having their big summer fascist jamboree
and then hit the compound with a small
neutron bomb.”
I told Phil about Ben’s plan to sell
slashes at a Nazi flag. “I’ll bet he’d only
get four or five takers,” Phil responded.
“But you never know. Parts of this area
are in the ’80s. For instance, I know a
man of Japanese descent who works for
the local telephone company. When But
ler and the Aryan Nations moved in, they
applied for telephone service, and my
friend was sent out on the call. Butler re
fused to let him on the grounds! He made
a hell of a stink about- it, but the phone
company refused to send out anyone
else. It took two years, but finally Butler
gave in. After all, he needed his tele
phone."
We talked for a while longer and then
called it a night. Driving back to my motel
in Hayden to soak up more atmosphere,
it suddenly struck me how far out of the
mainstream this neck of the woods had
drifted. This was a place where you actu
ally had to think about the pros and cons
of desecrating a Nazi flag! You never
knew what the Nazi nuts might do, just
as people feared in pre-WWII Germany.
I pulled into my parking slot and went
into the bar, just to make sure that I
wasn’t missing anything important.
Things were normal. The conversation
froze into apprehensive mutterings. I
bought a pack of peanuts and went back
to my room.
This seemed like a good time to re
read The Turner Diaries. I’d gotten a
copy by sending $5.55 to The Thunder
bolt, Marietta, Georgia, and had first read
it in one sitting. It’s one of the most pow
erful books I’ve ever come across, and
probably unique in American literature:
racist science fiction, artfully crafted and

then fell asleep.
The next morning I had breakfast at a
cafe in Hayden. I knew from news ac
counts that Butler and the other neoNazis often frequented the establish
ment. When I went in, the atmosphere
was the same as that in the other local
establishments. Hostile, antagonistic
stares and withdrawn silence filled the
cafe. I ordered the German Plate, a
superman-sized portion of scrambled
eggs and potatoes. The waitress served
it with a grim expression on her face— a
somber way to start the day.
In the parking lot outside the restaurant
a pickup truck displayed a bumper sticker
that read, “They stole our gold and
silver— now let’s give them some lead.”
I got in my car and drove into Couer
d’Alene to visit another friend whom I
hadn't seen for years, wondering all the
way who “they” were.

The M any Faces
o f “T hey”
Breakfast in Hayden, Idaho
seething with the purest hatred ever to
reach print. It's the kind of book you
should read just to find out what we’re up
against.
The book recounts the adventures of
Earl Turner, a militant white supremacist
who bands together with others of his ilk
in the 1990s and topples the American
government, laying the groundwork for a
completely Aryan world. The author

nuclear power plant, and manage to insti
gate a limited nuclear exhange between
the superpowers.
As I re-read The Turner Diaries, I
realized that the veiled agenda of the
neo-Nazis is nothing but the precipitation
of fear. Viewing the American populace
as nothing but a sodden mass of beer
swilling, TV-opiated cretins who sold out
to the System years before. “There is no

“When a stranger shows up, the locals figure
that he’s either a cop, a reporter, or maybe a
right-wing nut. We don’t say much because
you never know who might be listening.”
makes the message perfectly clear: kill
the Jews, kill the blacks and all people of
color, stop the mongrelization of the
white race; anything goes in the fantasy
war between the species.
The Order comes out swinging against
the System. They destroy FBI headquar
ters with a bomb; they rob, counterfeit
and kill dispassionately, all in the name
of white supremacy. They launch a mor
tar attack on Congress, contaminate a

way we can destroy the System without
hurting innocent people— no way,” the
fictional Turner writes. The neo-Nazis re
gard the American citizenry as nearly
neutralized already; all that is needed to
keep them cowering in their homes is a
good healthy dose of fear.
It seemed to be working in the real
world. I read to the point where The
Order sets out to murder a few news
paper editors to intimidate the media and

Julie had moved to Northern Idaho
after graduating from college, and when
her brother joined a Moonie sect in the
area she had become involved with the
Couer d'Alene Cult Awareness Center.
“What exactly does the Cult Awareness
Center do?” I asked her as we sat at the
kitchen table drinking instant coffee. “Did
you start it yourself?”
“Oh no,” Julie laughed. “There are 60
Cult Awareness Centers nationwide, all
part of the Cult Awareness Network.
We’re not deprogrammers; what we do
is keep track of groups that we believe to
be destructive cults as a resource for
families who lose members to their influ
ences.”
There have always been tall tales of
weird cults living in the Idaho Panhandle.
Stories abound of strange rituals and
grotesque murders and mutilations.
When I’d lived there years before, I’d
noticed a reclusive sect that locals refer
red to as the “Blue Army," and hear
rumors of many more. “How many cults
are there around here, anyway?” I asked
Julie.
“We’ve identified 21,” she said matterof-factly. “Destructive cults, that is. We
have ten characteristics that we use to
identify destructive cults. In general, they
exhibit deception, coercion and mind
control.”
“Do you consider the Aryan Nations to
be a destructive cult?”
“Without a doubt. Besides the Aryan
Nations, some of the neo-Nazi spin-off
groups are destructive. The Order is one,
of course. And there’s another white sup
remacist cult called the Social Nationalist
Aryan People’s Party/Restored Church
of Jesus Christ. It’s in Post Falls, and the
leader is a man named Keith Gilbert.
He’s got about a dozen followers, and
they are definitely dangerous.”
I had already heard of Keith D. Gilbert,
a full-blown racist who spent several
years in a California prison for an abor
tive plot to kill Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.
Locally, Gilbert had gotten in trouble in
Couer d’Alene for spitting at two darkskinned children and attempting to run
over them with his car. Arrested in 1985
on charges of welfare and tax fraud, Gil
bert was cooling his heels in a Wallace,
Idaho jail cell.
“What about the ‘Blue Army’?” I asked.
“Are they still around?”
You mean the Fatima Crusade, or
Tridentine Latin Rite,” she said. “Yes,
they’re still around, though most of them
have moved to a monastery they bought
near Spokane. There are several very
active cults around here, but no more
than you’d find in any rural, sparselypopulated area.”
Just then the doorbell rang. Julie had
a visitor, a sociology professor from an
Idaho university who was in the area col
lecting information for a book about the
Aryan Nations and their galaxy of hate
groups. He was there to compare notes
with Julie, who had a great deal of de
tailed background information on the
neo-Nazis.
The professor spread his thick sheaf
of notes and research data out on the
table as he spoke with Julie. It was im
pressive. He had compiled a list of 128
people who had been identified as mem
bers of the Aryan Nations and their allied
groups, as well as biographical data and
criminal records. “What are you trying to
find out?" I asked him.
“I want to know what common social
factors made these people turn to white
supremacy," the professor said, “and
what made the members of The Order
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take the route they did. There really don’t
seem to be any common de
nominators...they are from all parts of the
social spectrum. I’d like to know more
about Robert Matthews, the founder of
The Order. He's something of an
enigma.”
The professor was right about that.
Matthews, credited with founding The
Order, is the Lee Harvey Oswald of this
bizarre story. He’s almost too good to be
true, leading to the speculation that
Matthews may have been a government
plant, inserted into the white supremacist
movement to draw the militant faction out
and into violent action.
Proponents of this view believe that
the Symbionese Liberation Army, a
group responsible for the kidnapping of
newspaper heiress Patty Hearst in the
1970s, was the result of an intelligence
agency’s dirty trick which mushroomed
out of control. Originally intended to
polarize, confuse and discredit the milit
ant left, the authorities solved the prob
lem of possible embarassment by burn
ing the SLA alive.
The Order, so the theory goes, couldn't
have gotten off the ground without Matth
ews; his background is professionally
clouded, and his political orbit managed
to intersect with virtually every major
American white supremacist. Matthews
and The Order may have been a device
to draw out and defuse the militant right
wingers, and Matthews may have been
snuffed to ensure his silence.
“How many members of The Order
have you identified?” I asked the profes
sor.
“So far, 33. That’s all I know of. At first
I thought that the Aryan Nations’ prison
recruiting program might have brought
some people with records of criminal vio
lence into The Order, but that doesn’t ap
pear to be the ease. But there is plenty
of violence among these 128 people on
my list. Between them, they’ve been con
victed of 42 murders since 1970.”

School Daze
and Soldier Tales
The next morning I got up early and

drove to Couer d’Alene High School,
where I was scheduled to be a guest lec
turer to the senior creative writing class.
The school was a microcosm of the com
munity. Of the more than 1,700 students,
three were black. I found the right class
room and was introduced to the class by
the teacher. I’d never lectured to high
school students before, and I was sur
prised at how adult and aware they were.
Two students, I discovered, had writ
ten their term papers on the Aryan Na
tions. I asked to see their work, and when
I opened the folders, found them stuffed
full of white supremacist literature. Tina
and Jerry, the two students, had gone
out to the Aryan Nations’ compound and
interviewed Eldon “Bud” Cutler, a former

Apparently the paranoia of the elders hadn’t
yet permeated the school system. The kids
were more interested in getting two pieces of
cake than they were in destroying an '
international Zionist conspiracy.
Idaho GOP conservative who had joined
the neo-Nazis and worked his way up to
chief of security. Cutler had been more
than happy to chat with the youngsters,
and had supplied them with numerous
pamphlets and leaflets that outlined the
Aryan Nations’ basic philosophies.
“Identity Theology” was mentioned
several times. This is merely perceiving
oneself as a white person, instead of a
member of the human race. The amount
of melanin in the skin becomes all-impor
tant. From that tenet it's a short hop to
the twin doctrines of white supremacy
and anti-Semitism. In its nether regions,
Aryan theology insists that Jesus Christ
was not a Jew, and that the Holocaust in
Nazi Europe never occurred. A generous
sampling of Biblical and Talmudic quota
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tions served to prove their thesis that the
international Jewish conspiracy is re
sponsible for the world’s evils. The neoNazi message was well wrapped in the
mantle of Christian fundamentalism and
tied off with the American flag.
It was an incredible collection of mind
less hate, reminding me more of the oc
cult ramblings of Aleister Crowley than
anything else. It didn’t seem to have
found a receptive audience among the
high school students, who had a sizable
portion of juvenile cynicism for just about
everything. The two reports basically par
roted the white supremacist rhetoric with
out drawing any conclusions. Neither stu
dent appeared to have been converted.
“I enjoyed your paper," I told Jerry. “What
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did you think of the Aryan Nations’ com
pound?”
“At least I know where it is now," he
said. “Most kids in the school don’t know.
Everyone pretty much stays away from
there and leaves the neo-Nazis alone.”
“Well, they do have guns out there,” I
commented.
“So what?” Jerry said. “Everybody has
guns. I’ve got two myself.”
Lunch at the school was enjoyable, not
because the spaghetti was good, but be
cause there was conversation taking
place around me. Apparently the
paranoia of the elders hadn’t yet per
meated the school system. The kids
were more interested in getting two
pieces of cake than they were in destroy
ing an international Zionist conspiracy,
and they didn’t have any dark secrets to
hide from the outside world.
After lunch I called Sid Rosen. Rosen,
one of the area's few Jewish residents,
had once operated a restaurant called
Chef Rosen’s at the north end of Hayden.
Someone had scribbled swastikas and
anti-Semitic slogans on the building's
outside walls, and not long afterwards
Rosen had sold the business. I asked
him if that was why he’d sold his restau
rant.
“No, not at all," Rosen told me. “I was
planning on getting out of business any
way. The way I look at it, it was just a few
crazy drunks acting up. My neighbors of
fered to help me clean the paint off. It
wasn’t that big of a deal.”
But hadn’t that incident, coupled with
the attack on the Coeur d’Alene children,
prompted the Idaho State Legislature to
pass a malicious harassment bill?
“Yes, it did. But that’s all ancient his
tory. I live in this community; I don’t want
to dredge up all this old stuff.”
Later that day, I stopped at the Hayden
gun shop. A man and a woman were sit
ting at a table talking when I walked in.
They instantly shut up and stared at me
intensely. The proprietor, a lean man on
metal crutches came out of a back room
and asked me what I wanted.
“Just looking,” I told him. “Do you buy
guns?”
“You bet,” he assured me. “If you’ve
got any, bring them in. I’m in a buying
mood these days. Keep me in mind.”
I assured him that I would and then
left. Paranoia seemed to be good for the
gun business.
Going into the next-door second-hand
book store, I browsed through their stock.
It was about like any other used paper
back store except for the vast selection
of adventure stories about mercenaries
and war-trained anti-heroes. The Execu
tion er, the Destroyer, the Death Mer
chant, the Mercenary, Soldier for Hire,
the Liquidators, Able Team, the Sur
vivalist,
the
Specialist,
the
Ter
minator...all those series, and many
more. I bought a few to read and went
back to the motel.

One For The Road
The next morning was check-out time.
I packed my bags, loaded my car, and
left the key on my bedside table. Good
bye, motel. I turned the ignition key,

breathed my daily sigh of relief because
no car bomb had exploded, and drove
through Hayden for the last time.
One thing that I wanted to do before I
left was get a haircut. I pulled to a stop
in front of a barber shop that I’d been told
was the oldest in Hayden, and went in
side. A middle-aged barber was clipping
a man’s hair, while another barber stood
idly behind an empty chair. All three of
them stopped talking and shot suspicious
stares at me. I was well used to this sort
of reaction by then. I knew that I could
chill out a tavern or restaurant by merely
walking in, but this was the first time I'd
managed to frost up a barber shop.
I sat down in the empty chair, glancing
over at the other customer on my right.
He glared back with a look of pure, un
adulterated hatred; a beefy, heavy-set
man in his 50s, with an iron-gray crewcut
and bushy eyebrows.
“How do you want your hair cut?” my
barber asked in a flat monotone.
“Shorter all the way around," I told him.
He draped a sheet around my neck and
upper torso and went to work. No one
said another word for fifteen minutes.
Most barbers have a standard repertoire
of pleasantries and banalities, but these
guys weren't even going through the mo
tions; the place was as quiet as a
morgue. The silence would have been
uncomfortable, but by now I was used to
the ways of Hayden and didn't care much
one way or another. I was leaving and
they were staying; let them stew in their
own juices as long as they wanted.
The neo-Nazis were 20 years too soon
with their big push to topple the establish
ment, I decided. There were still too
many people alive who remembered the
atrocities of the Third Reich, who had put
their lives on the line to save the world
from Hitler's brand of Naziism.
But they were in the right spot to
develop their plans for the future. Al
though Naziism is basically European in
its rhetoric (Native Americans are com
pletely overlooked in the hateful diat
ribes), the transplanted neo-Nazi hybrid
was taking firm root in the good ol' boy
loam of the American Northwest. After
all, the West was won through genocide,
and the Reagan administration has sof
tened Americans up for the neo-Nazi
sucker punch. As long as people are
looking for scapegoats, neo-Naziism will
have a chance to survive. It's nothing
more or less than a religion of hatred.
“Should I trim your eyebrows while I'm
at it?” the other barber asked his cus
tomer, breaking the lengthy silence.
“Might as well,” the man rumbled. No
more was said. Naziism offers simple
solutions to complex problems, I told my
self. It has an eternal appeal to those
who yearn for the days gone by, and im
agine a return to safer, less complicated
times.
The neo-Nazis, supreme opportunists
that they are, have taken advantage of
Northwest culture. The local Panhandle
residents, by respecting the white sup
remacists' freedom of expression, have
lost a large chunk of their own freedom
of speech through fear and ingrown
paranoia. They’re afraid of everyone, af
raid of themselves. The Code of the West
has mutated into a sullen, resentful
omerta, a xenophobic code of silence
that permeates the community.
The other barber finished and removed
the sheet from his customer, who paid
and left without another word, throwing
me one final hostile stare as he stalked
out. I wondered if he was a Nazi. Could
be. The Aryan Nations’ ruling junta had
probably graced these chairs with their
holy alabster bottoms many times before.
“That’s it,” my barber said, undoing the
sheet. “That’ll be five dollars.”
I paid him and left. That was it, all right.
No “Thanks, come again,” no anything. It
had been the quietest haircut of my life,
as well as the worst. At least it would
give me something to remember Hayden
by. I got in my car and drove quickly out
of town, turning west onto the freeway
back to the Coast.
I knew that I was going to miss Idaho
more than ever. There's no place like
home, especially when it doesn’t exist
any longer.

Dennis Eichhorn is a writer who lives
near Seattle. He is a frequent con
tributor to the CSQ, and writes regu
larly for The Rocket and Stars, a
magazine for young Americans.
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DERRICK BELL
\ Y 7 ^ e n derrick Bell became Dean o f the University o f Oregon Law School in
W 1981, he warned his faculty that to have a black person in charge o f a

mainly white institution was abnormal in this society He also made it clear that
he would continue to work on and speak out about civil rights issues.
Bell resigned his deanship in February o f this year over a hiring dispute. Some
law school faculty members objected to hiring an Asian woman who he believed
was well qualifiedfor a teaching position at the law school. In his parting words to
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the University o f Oregon’s law students, Bell said: “I saw a part o f my role here as
teaching by example that which I consider essential to the successful professional:
a willingness to speak and act in accordance with o n e’s beliefs even when those
views cast you in an unpopular minority. ”
Bell is a form er Deputy Director o f the U. S. Department o f Health Education and
Welfare’s Office o f Civil Rights. He served as a staff attorney with the NAACP Legal
Defense and Education Fund and as director o f the Western Center on Law and
Poverty. He taught law at Harvard University from 1969 through 1980 and
litigated civil rights cases throughout the South in the 1960s.
Bell is also well known fo r his writings on racism and poverty and specifically
on the long-term effects offo o w a vs..Board of Education, the landmark Supreme
Court decision that ordered the desegregation o f public schools.
Clinton Street Quarterly.: Last month
the Washington Post ran an article that
talked about how although blacks appear
to be more integrated into American soci
ety in the eighties, the actual statistics
show that blacks aren't better off today
than twenty years ago. What are your
views about this? What do you say to
people who think that the battle against
racism in this country has been won?
Bell: The article is correct. Not only are
we not better integrated, we are not bet
ter off, and they’re almost two different
things. I guess at this point if the statistics
didn’t show the tremendous gap in un
employment between blacks and whites,
the tremendous gap in income, health,
mortality, infant mortality, I wouldn't re
ally mind that we are not integrated. That
-would still be a challenge, but it would be
one we would be prepared to undertake.
The fact is that those of us in the civil
rights movement, the lawyers and what
have you, adopted the principle of equal
opportunity as the answer to overt segre
gation and discrimination— no blacks
hired, no blacks admitted, no blacks
wanted. We felt that was all we would
need. We could have a color-blind
Constitution.
We ignored two things. First, we ig
nored the serious impact of generations
of overt discrimination that had left their
mark in the skills, the abilities, the inter
nal affliction that comes when a society
tells an individual or a group that you’re
nothing over a long period of time. You
couldn’t just bring people up to the start
ing line and say, “ Everyone’s equal now,
go.” The second thing is that we ignored
the cause of all the discrimination that
had gone before. That cause was not
segregation. Segregation was just one
method of carrying out the policy, as slav
ery was before that. And when we got rid
of slavery and we got rid of segregation,
we naively felt that that’s all there was,
and we said equal opportunity. Well, we
now find that equal opportunity is being
used as a replacement for segregation to
maintain blacks in a subordinate, exploi
table position in our society. Many of us
who helped bring that about have an
awful lot of debt to pay.
The article was absolutely right, and if
it suggested that in many ways blacks
are worse off than we were twenty years

maltreated blacks and other minorities
were before the equal opportunity ra
tionale was adopted by the courts, by the
legislatures, by the society.
So now we have a situation in which
the signs are down, in which any memory
of overt discrimination is fast fading if not
already gone, and any suggestion that
blacks should be treated differently than
anybody else fcreates a wealth of debate,
whether you’re in the ivory tower or at the
local corner bar. Twenty years ago every
body knew—who wanted to know—how
badly blacks were treated. Being the last
to be hired and first to be fired even from
menial work. Now these things tend to be
fading and the dire plight of blacks is
somehow made the fault of blacks. Their
morality is not up to it.
There was just a public outcry to fire a
woman who co-authored a book suggest
ing that it was the jungle mentality or
something like that which was responsi
ble for all of this. It’s very easy. It fits right
into the traditional stereotype that has
never been worked out. And as opposed
to dealing with these problems seriously,
it’s much easier to at least say, covertly,
well that’s why most of them don’t
succeed.
The fact that a few blacks here and
there have done well provides another
rationalization for doing nothing. You can
say, “Well, Derrick Bell made it. How
come the rest of them can’t?" And here’s
a Superintendent of Schools in Portland
and he’s black, and the Music Director of
the Oregon Symphony, he’s black. They
made it. The opportunities must be open.
And if the rest of them really work, they
could make it too. Well that’s crazy. Often
the blacks who make it are twice as good
as the whites who are competing with
them. Or it’s just circumstances that en
able one or two to get ahead.
But I know from my own experience in
legal education, it’s one thing to get the
first black hired on a faculty of a law
school in this country; it’s another thing
to get the second black hired, or the third.
There are no signs any more, and in
many ways it’s more difficult, because
everyone feels that we’re doing these
things on the basis of merit. And if you
don’t meet our standards of merit then of
course you can’t be hired, you can’t be
promoted and you’re out of it. You need

You can say, “Well, Derrick Bell made it. How come
the rest o f them can ’t? A nd here’s a Superintendent o f
Schools in Portland and h e’s black, and the Music
Director o f the Oregon Symphony h e ’s black. They
made it. The opportunities must be open. ” Well that’s
crazy.
to bring yourselves up the way my grand
parents did, as the Irish, or Italian or
Poles would say.
Of course the world has changed a
great deal since their grandparents
came over. When their grandparents
came over we didn’t have a civil service.
People got jobs because you promised to
vote the right way. There were jobs to be
gotten where you used a pick and shovel.
You didn’t need much training or skills for
that. That’s all changed now. So that you
have a tremendous amount of unemploy
ment—an awful lot among blacks and
even more among whites—in which peo
ple are becoming technologically unem
ployed. They may never get jobs again.
Industries in which they had skills pack
up, close down, move away. Taiwanese
are now doing the jobs that traditionally

ago, I think that a strong argument could
be made that that is correct too. Sure we
didn’t have blacks as deans of major
white law schools and we didn't have
blacks running around television as star
athletes and entertainers, in ones and
twos, in this position and that across the
land. We do have a larger black middle
class than we had then. But overall, I
think the argument can be made that we
are, in fact, worse off now than we were
twenty years ago.
CSQ: Can you give an example of how
equal opportunity has been used?
Bell: It simply builds on what was be
fore. And because memories of Ameri
cans are short—particularly having to do
with our historical wrongdoings— it
seems infinitely unfair to treat everybody
alike and to ignore, if you ever knew, how
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Continued from page 10
are now doing the jobs that traditionally
enabled blacks or other whites on the
bottom to move up. It’s a much more
complex world, and the com plexity has
tended to make the situation worse for
the great mass of blacks who are still
hoping to experience the promise that
the Supreme Court incorporated in its
Brown vs. Board o f Education decision
just a little bit more than 31 years ago.
CSQ: Do you think that the 1984 elec
tion showed a gap between blacks and
whites? Do you think a rainbow coalition
is possible? How can this coalition be
achieved?
Bell: I think a few people have been
saying for a hundred years or more that it
is a good idea that poor and working
class whites and poor and working class
blacks unite politically to further their mu
tual interests. And for at least a hundred
years, white demagogues of one stripe or
another have been able to convince
whites that their real concern need be
keeping ahead of blacks. For a hundred
years most whites have bought that argu
ment. I fear that as long as they do, it’s
going to be difficult for the likes of the
populist movement of the 1900s, or the
efforts that Martin Luther King was start
ing to make, or Jesse Jackson’s rainbow
coalition to be truly effective.
Now I must say that my great hope for
Ronald Reagan is that he is so consis
tently going to boot poor folk— not only
blacks but also whites— in the behind
that they will eventually wake up. I
thought that the first few years after Rea
gan was elected would do the trick. The
white workers standing in the unemploy
ment lines said, I voted for Reagan be
cause I thought he was going to get those
welfare mothers off the public dole and
what he’s doing is kicking us all in the
behind. But it did n ’t take. Now Reagan is
in again and maybe we have another
chance.
What we really need is a white Jesse
Jackson. We have some very articulate
white ministers, but they are busy point
ing their flock toward heaven for their

relief, and toward the American way as
the ideal, w ithout really examining very
carefully what the American way really is.
It’s a fairly stratified, class-structured so
ciety in which most of these folks are
never going to get out from under a posi
tion in which they are more or less ex
ploited by those able to exploit th e m . The
ministers don’t talk about that. Jesse
Jackson does.
So the Falwell’s and all prosper. Their
flock is the great mass of working class,
lower middle class Americans. The peo
ple they serve best would not be caught
dead in their churches. One of the inter
esting things about being black is that
you do have the gift of perception which
most whites evidently don’t have.
If the Democrats were really smart,

lot of organizations, old and new, are ded
icated to the idea that we have to do it
ourselves, that we have to expect that
government is not going to do anything
right. That they really have to be pres
sured. And I think there is a lot of evi
dence of that beginning to happen.
CSQ: Can you cite some examples?
Bell: One of the things is in the public
schools. A lot of people have now
awakened to what I’ve been trying to
preach for the last decade—that Brown
provided a good opportunity for improv
ing the quality of education for black ch il
dren, but not necessarily by simply ra
cially balancing those children in schools
with whites. There was a much better
chance of improving the quality of educa
tion in black schools by gaining that char

W e now fin d that equal opportunity is being used as
a replacement fo r segregation to maintain blacks in
a subordinate, exploitable position in our society
Many o f us who helped bring that about have an
awful lot o f debt to p ay
,
they would have perceived that it was
going to be very difficult to beat Reagan.
You certainly couldn’t out-Reagan Rea
gan as Mondale tried to do in the last
couple of months of his campaign. And
they would have looked around and said,
“ Hey, let’s le t Jesse Jackson run.” First of
all, it would have been a heck of a lot
more exciting campaign, and if Jesse
had lost by as big a margin as Mondale
did— it’s hard for me to imagine that that
could have happened— the Democrats
could have said, “ Gee, we tried. The
country is just not ready for a black." As it
turns out, it seems that the populace is
saying the country is not ready for a
Democrat. .
I keep hoping for a great awakening.
And whatever whites are doing, I know
that blacks recognize that not much is
going to happen. And for that reason, a

acter of involvement and control of what
happens in those schools, which upper
middle class people in their suburban
schools take for granted. Nothing revolu
tionary. Just being able to do that which is
essential to get a school to function for
you.
I think Portland is a good example—
not total and not w ithout problems I think
the young woman who wrote the series of
articles in The Oregonian simply missed
the boat. She saw as the goal to balance
schools racially and she said that there
are more non-racially balanced schools
now than there were before. But th a t’s
irrelevant to w hat’s happening in the
schools. The concern is: do you have a
school superintendent who is sensitive to
the needs of everyone? Are parents in
the local schools being able to partici
pate in a more meaningful way in the

important decisions as to w ho’s going to
be principal, who are going to be teach
ers, what is going to be taught, what are
the discipline standards going to be,
what kind of cultural involvement is in
cluded in the educational curriculum?
And all these things are happening.
Results may not come quickly. The mo
tivation for poor black children to work
hard because they’re going to do better
is not easily evidenced by the comm unity
around them. The schools really fight an
uphill battle. But I see a lot of changes of
that character hapening across the
country.
CSQ: So w hat you’re saying basically
is that it doesn't matter the ratio of blacks
to whites in schools is, i t ’s the quality of
the education.
Bell: And the comm itment of those
who are in schools to having everyone
who attends learn. The belief that every
one can learn even though they are black
and poor. And that did not always happen
in racially balanced school settings.
Sometimes exceptional kids did well and
had more opportunities than they would
have back in their old schools. But those
were the exceptions. The kids who were
not extraordinarily gifted often did worse.
You had an educational structure that
was not set up to meet their needs. You
had teachers who did n ’t think they could
learn. And from all the tests that have
been done, if the teacher doesn’t think
you can learn, the likelihood is that you
are not going to learn very much.
W hat I see in the schools—what I think
is happening on the political level and the
institutional level in black institutions— is
a feeling that they really have to take
hold. That they can’t just sit back and
wait for government programs to do it.
The government is now seen as hostile to
black interests and not at all supportive.
As is much of the populace.
CSQ: I ’m very interested in what yo u ’ve
said about how blacks were usually
granted rights in order to further the inter
ests o f whites who set policy. Can you cite
some o f those historical examples and
explain w hat they m ight mean for the fu-
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ture of the civil rights movement in this
country?
Bell: First of all, we wouldn’t have a
country, because the confederation con
struct that had been set up after the Rev
olutionary War just wasn’t working.
There was no strong central government.
They couldn’t collect taxes. Each state
was setting up serious tarriff and other
barriers that greatly restricted trade. An
archy was threatening and the people
that came together in 1787 in Phila
delphia—the Founding Fathers—were
all property owners, and they knew they
had to do something. Otherwise, there
went the country and their property as
well.
So they set up a stronger central gov
ernment with a lot of protections against
that government. And also against the
masses who were not voting—who were
not seen as participants in government.
One of the biggest obstacles was that the
Southern states wanted to maintain slav
ery and the Northern states didn’t think
slavery was going to be advantageous to
them. Slavery pretty much died out in the
South after the Revolutionary War, or was
dying out. And the industrial system was,
if not started, at least imminent. They
feared slave revolts; and they would just
as soon not have them.
There were a few who were saying,
here’s a country where we’re talking
about all these individual rights. How can
we do it? But it became obvious that they
couldn’t have a country unless there was
recognition of the Southern demand to
maintain slavery. So you know the re
sults. We have two or three provisions in
the Constitution specifically, though not
by name, providing for the protection of
slavery. That’s a compromise in which
blacks didn’t come out very well. In later
years, there were other struggles in
which blacks did better.
The Emancipation Proclamation that
freed slaves was basically a political doc
ument that Lincoln was reluctant to is
sue, again because of protection of prop
erty. But he was forced to do so because
it had a lot of benefit for the North. It

enabled the recruitment of blacks into
the Union Army. And blacks constituted
25 to 35 percent of the Union forces by
the time the war came and they partici
pated in all the major battles. It also dis
rupted the workforce in the South be
cause as soon as blacks heard about the
document, they started leaving the jobs
and feeling they were free.
It had great impact on the political sit
uation in Europe. Some of the countries
were thinking of siding with the Con
federacy. But the Abolitionist forces were
strong enough that once Lincoln had
done this, they intevened and prevented
those countries from coming in on the
side of the Confederacy. As a matter of
fact, the Emancipation Proclamation
didn’t free a single slave, because it only

teenth Amendment helped to kind of mol
lify their concerns. Of course it proved to
be fairly empty.
And after the Southern states started
reacting with the black codes and the
lynchings and everything else, it was de
cided that the Fourteenth Amendment
was necessary in order to provide cit
izenship for the freeman and basic rights
to due process and equal protection. The
Fourteenth Amendment is, of course, the
most important of our individual rights.
All of our other connection to the states is
through the Fourteenth Amendment of
the Bill of Rights. Corporations, white
Americans of every stripe, benefited from
the Fourteenth Amendment by just long
margins before it was ever given much
meaning for blacks. I just can’t imagine

W hat we really need is a white Jesse Jackson. We
have some very articulate white ministers, but they
are busy pointing their flock toward heaven fo r their
relief, and toward the American way as the ideal,
without really examining very carefully what the
American way really is.
took effect in those portions of the seced
ing states that were not under Union con
trol. But it had great moral impact. While
it was intended to benefit blacks, it really
benefited whites far more. The same is
true of the other civil rights efforts that
have been taken.
The Thirteenth Amendment ended
slavery, and also enabled the hundreds
and thousands of blacks to be mustered
out and changed the rules so they
wouldn’t be able to keep their weapons,
as had been the case before. At that
point, they said no one could keep their
weapons, but before, everyone had been
able to keep their weapons. And it also
served as a promise because blacks
were ready to stay in, and hey, there’s no
sense to laying down our weapons if we
are not going to be free. So the Thir

our Constitution without a Fourteenth
Amendment. And yet, but for the need to
do something on a political basis to in
sure that the Republicans would be able
to stay in power back in the 1860s, we
probably wouldn’t have a Fourteenth
Amendment.
I argue that even the Brown decision
benefited white society far more than
black society. All of the South, what we
now know as the sunbelt, was totally seg
regated, and therefore the policies of
segregation posed a serious barrier to
growth and development there. Many
writers have pointed out that desegrega
tion and air conditoning made it possible
for people to flow back and forth and
allowed the sunbelt to develop. Blacks
there are still in the subordinate position
in the main.

It’s interesting that the benefits for
white America came in 1954 with the is
suance of the decision. At the end of that
decision, they said, “ That’s the relief for
blacks, you guys come back next year.”
And of course the Court handed down its
“ all deliberate speed” decision as to how
implementation would take place. And
that kind of delayed everything for at
least a decade and slowed it even further
because by that time there was such tre
mendous resistance built up. So that
even Brown, one of the outstanding deci
sions the Court has ever handed down,
that was certainly of value to blacks was,
I would argue, of more value to white
America.
CSQ: What kinds of things do you see
coming up in the future? What might be
the next decision that would motivate
more civil rights legislation or change?
Bell: It’s really very hard. Obviously
I’m not good at predicting the future.
Otherwise I would not have worked so
hard to do my part to get us into our
present fix. I think that while the situation
at the present time is hardly ideal, far less
good than we would have thought when
Brown was decided, the character and
the faith and the soul of blacks that en
abled them to survive slavery—one of the
more vicious forms of slavery the world
has ever known—and the era after the
Reconstruction period ended which was
almost as bad as slavery—to survive all
that indicates to me that survival is still
possible.
What the tactics are going to be, it’s
hard to say. In fact there shouldn’t be one
set of strategies and tactics. Different
groups in different places will use differ
ent means. Much of what’s happened in
Portland, for example, in terms of resist
ing discrimination and racist policies,
has been a kind of direct action rather
than a court type of effort. In other areas
it might well be in the courts. In other
areas—politics. But I think the patterns
will have to be established based on what
the local conditions provide; what local
individuals are concerned about and will
ing to do to manifest their concerns.
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I think the potential is going to be more
for people doing things themselves more
than relying on the courts. And also, the
situation in terms of the growing gap be
tween those who have and those who
don’t is not limited to blacks. Tech
nological changes are putting not only
low-skilled working people out of work,
but increasingly highly skilled profes
sional people as well. That’s certainly not
limited to blacks. And at some point our
government at every level is going to
have to start addressing these things.
And it will then be the role of blacks and
their leadership to insure that they don’t
get left out entirely.
CSQ: What are your views on Louis
Farrakhan?
Bell: In the black communities, some
of us have known Farrakhan, or known of
him, for twenty years. And it was only the
media that kind of built things. One of the
things he complained about bitterly— I’m
not going to defend every statement he’s
made—but I certainly would defend the
fact that an awful lot of the statements
that he’s made have been ripped out of
context. The whole thrust of the media
has not been toward objectivity, but look
at what this dangerous person has said
now.
But based on how black people have
been treated in this country, white folk
need to fall down on their knees every
night and thank their god that there
aren’t a hundred thousand Farrakhans
running about in this society. Instead of
trying to shuff one off, they need to won
der what they can do to change the con
ditions that make it possible, and neces
sary, for people like Farrakhan to rise up.
The main root problem for blacks in
America is white folks. Not everybody,
but the whole structure that—by the time
the well-meaning white parents tell their
five-year-old child that all people are the
same without regard to race, color, re
ligion, it’s too late. Simply because of
what the child has seen on television,
pictures he’s seen in the papers. Who are
the people who come in and are treated
well in that household? Who comes in

— and

and does the scrubbing of the floors? It’s
too late. It’s almost like the natural order
of things and any departure from that is
an abnormality. And I told my faculty

when I came,’’You might want to think
this over,” because to have a black per
son in charge of a mainly white institution
was abnormal in the society.

So it’s not the Farrakhan’s we have to
look at. It’s all of the processes of racism
that are still here. So a part of the opposi
tion says, “ How does he dare? Who does

he think he is?” Because he’s black. Be
cause basically he’s telling the truth. The
group that he split off from with the Mus
lims had an awful lot of success with

prisoners by first recognizing that the
blacks’ most serious problem is selfhate, and getting them to lift out the hate
from themselves and transpose it over on
white people. Now that’s not the ideal for
many of us, but I have to tell y^u that it
worked. And until someone comes up
with something better, the Farrakhans
are going to have an awful lot of fol
lowers. I just don’t think we have forever
to move toward a meaningful resolution
of our racial problems.
We need to have Jesse Jackson, if not
as Secretary of State, as some kind of
special secretary of state right now. Now I
know they say, who are those crazy
Arabs and those crazy starving Africans?
What threat—why do we have to treat
them in other than a patronizing, domi
neering way? People who are down are
not always going to be down. Why should
we treat the Central Americans the way
humans should be treated? Legitimate
governments in Cuba and Nicaragua.
Why shouldn’t we undermine them the
way we’ve been doing for a hundred
years, to be perfectly frank? And the fact
is that the times have changed and there
just isn’t very much recognition of it. The
country has to hope that when they fi
nally recognize that blacks like Jesse
Jackson, who are still willing to represent
this country and do in regard to these
third world countries virtually what no
white can do, that when they finally come
to realize how valuable they are, that the
Jesse Jacksons still want to play that
role. It all seems crazy now, but I think in a
very few years it will not be so crazy.
CSQ: What brought you to take the job
at the University of Oregon?
Bell: God only knows. I guess I had the
notion that my life would be most satisfy
ing if I did things that are clearly a help to
other people. After eleven years at Har
vard I was looking for something else to
do. I really felt that it was not worthwhile
to spend my whole life in an institution
where I differed so greatly from the basic
precepts of the place—with the elitism
and what have you.-And when I came out
here— I was visiting up in Washington
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and was invited down by an old friend
who was a former dean. And I was told
about where the school had gone, how
much they would benefit from having
somebody with a national reputation,
coming from Harvard. It seemed that it
was worth applying for the job. And when
I applied, I learned I really liked the
school, and I decided I would give it a try.
As I said, I gave those kind of cautions
to the faculty. I said, “ I’m not accidentally
black. I really believe in, and I’m going to
continue working in that area, and that’s
how the school’s reputation can be
built—by being associated with that.” It
kind of gets you out of the mass of
schools. And everybody thought it was
great at the time.
And it might have worked better— I
think it's worked a lot better than some
people might think—if we hadn’t had the
really serious budget situations. Be
cause budget tends to undermine a lot of
other things as well. I felt that this would
be a good school, have a lot of very com
mitted students—older folk who are not
all trying to make a million dollars in a big
law firm—to really start changing legal
education around. But even the basic
changes require more money than we’ve
had, because every year since I’ve been
here, we’ve had a budget that was
smaller than the year before. That really
made things more difficult, because even
though folks realized that I didn’t have
any control over the budget—I got a lot
more money than we probably otherwise
would have gotten—still there was not
enough. And since I’m in charge, people
over time kind of feel, well, maybe he’s
not doing it after all, because we don’t
have this, we don’t have the other. More
and more there was a loss of support
where support was critical, and that is
faculty.
Law school faculties feel that they run
the law school and that the dean just
carries out the direction. Well, trying to
get consensus from any group that size
is very difficult. You’ve got to provide
some leadership. You can’t just run off on
your own. But again and again there was

evidence of unhappiness and disgruntlement. It made an already difficult task
even more so and made moving toward
some of the changes that I saw as appro-

way—but not only do you run out of that
as a credible tactic after a while, but at
some point—what I told them rather ar
rogantly often enough, was that I’m here

priate virtually impossible. Now, I could
always pressure and threaten to quit, be
cause that was going to be embarrass
ing—and I did get an awful lot done that

to do you a favor—they were saying that
they no longer needed me to do them a
favor.
ft seemed to me that they knew how

much I valued bringing other p e o p le minorities— into legal education, that this
was the last place that I needed to pres
sure them. So if they were going to go
along with the two or three people who,
for whatever reasons, had substantial ob
jections to a woman who had ten, twelve
offers from schools around the country,
then that was a good time to cut the
losses and move on to something else.
And that’s what I did.
A lot of people are quite bitter and I
regret that. I regret that I wasn’t a better
supervisor and leader that could have
worked all of these things out, but it just
didn’t seem to me worthwhile to bring in a
person, if she would have accepted our
offer, who was going to be working under
the cloud of, well, Bell forced us to hire
her.
CSQ: What were the arguments on the
other side?
Bell: We had only one position in the
business field and they felt we needed to
get the best person in the country we
could possibly get. I thought that she
might have been the best person. But we
have a couple of people who measure
best by where you went to law school. . .
what some of the big names at that big
law school are willing to say. . what your
grades a re . . . where did you serve on
the law review.. . who did you clerk for.
I’m willing to look at those things too. But
I also think that people who are on the top
of that would be crazy if they came to
work here, given our salary structure,
given our prestige compared to other
places they could go. There are a lot of
good people around and our job is to find
people who may not have been at the
very top of the academic heap who have
other characteristics that are just as
important. And we fought a couple of bat
tles on a couple of people like that. So
this didn’t come in a complete vacuum. I
think that some of the folk felt that, well,
Bell is willing to hire anybody. But when I
look at my record, I am anybody.
Harvard University has not hired any
body from the University of Pittsburg, as
far as I know. I came along for the job
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when all the schools hadn’t wanted to
hire any black people period. Suddenly
all of them wanted to hire one and I
turned out to be one of the ones they
wanted to hire. I think I’ve done well with
out having those credentials that they
held so high. And it seems that the least I
can do is provide, in a less-favorable po
litical climate, opportunities for others to
do as I was able to do. And I thought this
faculty would recognize that.
I’m really very pleased that I got more
support from a lot of the community than
I deserve—the students, the administra
tion, the alumni. Hiring of faculty is a very
touchy subject. It seemed that I had done
about as much as I could do, and that

like being a parent. You put in an awful lot
of time and effort and worry, and you’d
like it to all kind of end well and harmo
niously. And that is not the way my dean
ship is ending.
CSQ: What are your future plans?
Bell: I’m not sure. I haven’t resigned
my faculty position. My wife of almost 25
years is the Director of the University’s
Council on Minority Education and is
quite involved in that. I’m really reluctant
to pull up stakes and do as I’ve done so
many times in my career, move on and
have her give up work that she’s really
interested in and involved in.
So I’ll be taking leave for this year com
ing up and I hope to do a goodly amount

g a p a tisseries FNsurrt CoffeeJJoust

B ased on how black people have been treated in this
country, white folk need to fall down on their knees
every night and thank their god that there aren ’t a
hundred thousand Farrakhans running about in this
society
only leaves the question, well, you know
you were unhappy, why would you raise
so much Cain about it? Why not just wait
until the end of the semester and say you
had other job offers and not create a
huge stir? And I'm not sure I know the
answer to that, except that even though I
see my resignation as less a principled
action than an admission of defeat, I
think I like to try to get in a couple of last
shots. And I think that this way, those who
have different positions will not only have
the opportunity but the necessity of de
fending those positions in the future. And
I think that other faculties are going to be
looking at those things a lot more care
fully than perhaps they were willing to
look in an earlier time.
It nevertheless has created a great
deal of trauma and upset for them and for
me. Serving as dean of a law school,
particularly in troubled times, is almost

of lecturing at law schools around the
country during the fall. Harvard Law
School has a winter term of one month
and I’ll go back and teach in that in Janu
ary. And I’ll come back to the West Coast
and visit at Stanford Law School and be
teaching there in the spring semester.
Harvard Law Review has asked me to
write—every year their first issue is a Su
preme Court issue, and the forward is
written by usually some very prestigious
legal scholar—and this year, for some
reason, they asked me to do it. So there
goes my summer. And some place along
the line I’ll try to make up my mind what
I’m going to do next.
Marcia Mint Danab is a radio producer
living in Eugene. This exclusive inter
view is her first contribution to the
CSQ. Richard J. Brown is a free-lance
photographer living in Portland. Many
of these photos originally appeared in
the Portland Observer.
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ADVENTUROUS FASHION
by LOCAL DESGNERS

MCMENAMIN'S PUB

35 Taps

I 505 SW Sunset Blvd.

12272 SW Scholls Ferry Rd.

(across from Wilson High School next to AM PM Arco)

(in the Greenway tow n Center near Washington Square)

246-3938
Portland. Oregon

620-4699
Tigard. Oregon

MCMENAMIN'S TAVERN
&POOL

BLUE M O O N
TAVERN

31 Taps
1716 MW 23rd
227-0929
Portland. Oregon

34 Taps
432 NW 21st
223-3184
Portland. Oregon

ARTFUL SAVINGS

M O V IE S ?
T H IN K
^ C L IN T O N
F IR S T
C L IN T O N ST. T H E A T R E
S .E . 2 6 T H & C L IN T O N
2 3 8 -8 8 9 9

FINE ARTS SUPPLIES 20 to 50% OFF
20% OFF

50% OFF

• All Bondstreet and Maxi Portfolios.
• Bondstreet Acetate replacement pages sizes
9 x 12, 11 x 14, 14 x 17, 17x22 and 18x24.
• Arttec brushes and brush sets.
• All watercolor paper and watercolor blocks.
• All Winsor Newton & Grumbacher oil
paints, acrylic paints, watercolors, painting
mediums and gouache colors.
• Canvas, canvas boards, pre-stretched canvas
and stretcher bars.
• All Paasche Air Brush Colors —
2 oz. size.

• Special close out on Grumbacher Academy
Watercolors.

0*1

10% OFF AIR BRUSH SALE
• All Air Brushes in Stock.
• All compressors with the purchase of
an air brush.

SPECIAL REDUCTIONS
• Selected air brush frisket items. Special
savings subject to stock on hand.
Monday - Friday 8:30 a.m. -5:30 p.m.
Saturday 1 1 a .m .-4 p.m.
Sale prices good through June 29
or while supplies last.

Z /1 W

bnannon&Company
C R E A T IV E

605 S. W. 10th • Portland, OR 97205 • 503/228-6237 V
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phone rings in Seattle. Mine. On the other end is m y alter ego, m y nem esis, m y o id
lover, Reinhard (not his real na m e—his ego needs no stroking) from
Central A m erican days . . . a rich, German, lunatic coffee dealer. 1Ie represents ‘ ‘the other
sid e ” if the other-side for you is coffee conglom erates basking in the convenience of third
w o rld g ro w in g clim ates and labor costs. I le represents our side in his taste for ne w w ave,
sushi, old 1leinlein books and Interview m agazine. 1le is torm ented b y the dim ensions of
his life. From an old, aristocratic European fam ily, his latter-day entrepreneur self a thorn
in the side of his you thful d a b b lin g in the local C om m unist Party (back in the old co u n try).
1lis spe nd in g w o u ld be as im possible to curb as his fu lly m atured sm oking-habit. 1Ie’s a
little bit nuts . . . or a lot nuts if you are not accustom ed to these sorts of people.
“I’m stuck in this fuckingtown for three
extra days doing business. (“Fuck” is
Reinhard’s favorite word. Speaking four
languages fluently he sees it as the most
utilitarian word of all.) Please, you must
come down here. I know you don’t have
any money. I’ll pay for it all.”
I, of course, pointed out to him a bit of
USA geography and estimated plane
costs, but he said I was being small
minded and a wussy and should catch a
plane at the earliest possible conve
nience. He sounded relatively sane, easy
to get along with and financially flush.
I was just back to Seattle after my two
years in Central America and a year in
California. I had returned to find many of
my long-time friends terminally married,
depressed, alcoholic or just the same as
when I left. I had no jobs, lots of time and

was, in a word, bored. Practical sense
told me I was a fool to re-open that can of
worms. . . especially as Reinhard was al
ready chastising me for not marring him.
However, I had never seen Miami and, for
me, practical sense is often a very dim
voice easy to ignore.
I caught the next plane.
That part was hectic and perfectly jet
setter like. But once en route I had plenty
of time to review memories and prepare
for my imminent meeting. Reinhard had
been in Central America for six years
when I arrived there. As a newcomer to
the country, I found him brilliant, unpre
dictable, worldly, spontaneous, foreign
and a madman. I’ve a weakness for each
of those characteristics. For him I was
sharp, funny, financially independent
and liberated from this entrenching

country. It took me about two weeks to
become aware of his incredible appetite
for drugs (varieties I’d never dreamed of),
women (very questionable standards)
and ‘60s rock (when was the last time you
fell to sleep with Jimi Hendrix on full
bore?).
It took a while longer for me to under
stand his world. Reinhard was a younger
version of a classic type, the European
businessman (they come from other
parts as well) who comes to Latin Amer
ica, learns Spanish quickly, and more
readily yet, assumes that air of self-im
portance necessary to maintain control.
They ride shotgun over herds of poor
workers sorting coffee by hand and flut
tering Latina secretaries who quickly as
certain their maritaf status and hope
against hope they will be noticed. They
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deal long and hard with local producers
(of coffee or any export crop) and as
sume it is their astute business wit and
negotiating credentials that affords them
a luxurious lifestyle. They usually work
for a parent company which has ware
houses and poor workers in every worth
while third world country. With that kind of
backing, their success is virtually as
sured over any local competition.
They early on acquire an acquain
tance with the local country’s military
commissary and brag of their “con
nections.” Many soon find themselves
married to local women all to happy to
escape the life sentence of living in their
particular impoverished, culturally back
ward city for the hope of moving to Eu
rope someday. There are so many abso
lutely beautiful women married to the
homeliest of European men. These
women are from the upper classes and
have been taught how to entertain and
manage a houseful of servants. Their
husbands are gentlemanly and know the
social graces.
And they all make frequent trips back
to the old country to renew connections,
stock up on those polyester shirts which
make them look so limp in the heat, show
off their wife and children and no doubt
tell tall tales of big success in barbarian
lands.
But they have no scruples. All is fair in

wmn

H Drue life
Story E bout

By Teri Hein
Illustration by Fay Jones

love, war and business. Social con
sciousness, humanity and political re
sponsibility are fading voices on the hori
zon as warehouses fill up with unroasted
coffee, green bananas or rock-hard
pineapples. It’s not too long before they
get drunk on the cheap power they yield
over employees lives and their “host
country” simply because of the magic
telex which mainlines them into the com
modity markets of the world.
Reinhard’s father owned several com
panies, and the family would have aristo
cratic title to an estate in Poland if history
hadn’t intervened. But Reinhard had not
followed the straight path. His fascination
with exotic drugs from an early age had
finally left him crowbarred out of art
school in his late 20s with no apparent
marketable skills, and he landed in Cen
tral America as yet another European
businessman. .. only without the school
ing, the attitude and the cheap taste for
mediocre power.
Once there Reinhard not only learned
the business but found himself liking it.
He actually was quite popular with some
of the growers, who tuned into his natu
rally gregarious personality and appreci
ated his lack of arrogance. He and I to
gether were an odd couple. I was a
school teacher and worried about poor
people and volunteered in an orphanage.
I could also liberally sample his drug pot-
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luck with few compunctions, introduced
him to Talking Heads and had a penchant
for bohemian life. Unfluent in Spanish,
and too independent for the traditional
locals, I found my field of possibilities
limited to European businessmen and
Peace Corps volunteers. The latter
seemed overwhelmingly self-possessed
with comparisons of human excrement
and amoeba stories. These sorts of sto
ries never served to arouse me. I hence
nuzzled myself in with the Europeans.
Afterall, I was there for a cultural experi
ence . . . regardless of which culture.
My musings carried me all the way to
Denver, but somewhere over Kansas I
began worrying about the present. Would
Reinhard be at the airport? Would he be
in possession of his faculties? By the
time I landed in Miami I was tired, ner
vous, anxious to see Reinhard and drea
ding i t delighted I had come although
overall uncomfortable. My heart wasted
beats getting off the plane as he wasn’t
by the gate as I had expected. Not want
ing to appear uncertain, I confidently
marched down the hallway to baggage
claim already wondering when the next
return flight was. It wasn’t until the hall
way opened out onto the main lobby that
we nearly collided with each other. He,
slightly drunk from the airport bar, was
busy describing me to our taxi driver,
Dewey. Between downtown and the air
port the two had struck up quite a
friendship.
Dewey became quite a pivotal person
in the next few days for us. He had grown
up in Miami, though escaped to Hawaii,
where he became entranced by a Vene
zuelan beauty, ended up in her country,
got taken for a bundle in a drug deal there
(a perfect driver for Reinhard) and was
now “just a few months” in Miami so he
could make enough money to get back to
Hawaii. Nice guy, though that few months
could lengthen with his penchant for
hanging out in bars with customers.
Throughout our stay he kept showing up
with the name of a good restaurant or a
recommendation for a good cocaine
deal. Reinhard kept Dewey’s (grand
mother’s) phone number close at hand

for easy reference.
So here he was. Too tall, too skinny,
too drunk, too happy to see me. I was
happy to see Reinhard too. Being driven
crazy by his mania seemed to have en
deared him to me for life and I felt an odd
sense of security (now that was a switch)
as we arm-in-arm found Dewey’s cab and
headed for downtown.
Probably the most endearing quality
of Reinhard’s is his absolute spontaneity.
In spite of all the multitudinous dimen
sions of his life that have left an array of
deep creases and worry lines, there is an
innocence and enthusiasm that comes
more natural to him than anyone I know. I

martial arts movies (Reinhard) vs. John
Huston films (me). Same things we al
ways argued about. Drunk, we risked our
lives by walking the three blocks to our
hotel through the downtown park. Rein
hard kept assuring me that his height and
German countenance would protect and
I acquiesced. We spent an amorous night
in our roach-infested room. (One of the
many contradictions in Reinhard is that
he has expensive tastes with strange
priorities.)
Morning was technically early after
noon and we pried our eyes open with the
help of our Czech waiter and mediocre
coffee. It is a misconception that every

A fter my two years in Central
America I had returned to find many
of my long-time friends terminally
married, depressed, alcoholic or just
the sam e as when I left.
personally think that growing up with in
credible sums of old money makes one
never consider that people don’t like you.
Lot’s of people don’t like Reinhard. He’s
the kind of person that lights up ciga
rettes in crowded movie theaters and
says “fuck” a lot to middle-aged women
clerks when they don’t have what he
wants in the right color. He also walks
fast, makes quick decisions and expects
those around him to keep up or fall be
hind . .. whichever doesn’t matter to him
particularly.
However, he seemed to be on his best
behavior this time. He kept asking me
what I wanted to do and would crack the
window when he lit up in the cab. That
first night, after bidding Dewey goodbye,
we went to a posh bar on the water and
drank margaritas and gossiped. We drink
and gossip well together and by evening’s
end were in love again and arguing Ger
man vs. USA culture and the virtue of

other person in Miami is Cuban. That
does not do justice to the wealth seekers,
young idealists, and wanderlusts that
congregate
from
virtually
every
continent.
Downtown Miami appears to be many
‘ things to many people: ajumpoff point for
boaters headed out into the Carib
bean . . . a vacation spot for the old from
the north and the young from anywhere
. . . a wasteland for small time drug deal
ers . . . a home away from home for
wealthy exiled Somocistas and their ilk
. . . a business trip and supply house for
foreign entrepreneurs. From the per
spective of the Latin world, Miami repre
sents freedom in its most garish and con
sumeristic
sense.
While
wealthy
European businessmen travel to Europe
for their polyester shirts, wealthy Latinos
' travel to Miami for theirs. And their beta
maxes and stereos and any other type of
imaginable merchandise. A recreational
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afternoon can be spent at the Miami air
port observing departing Latinos pulling
caravans of huge cardboard boxes up to
airline windows and trying to negotiate
their overweight bill. These boxes, when
opened on the other end, reveal
smashed clothing, Hello Kitty and Mr. T.
paraphernalia, Legos, cassette players
and tiny TVs, hopefully hidden amongst
the clothes, away from prying official
eyes.
Downtown Miami is remarkably sim
ilar to San Jose, Tegucigalpa, Guatemala
City and I suspect a host of other Central
and South American cities. Miami is a
shopping mecca for their upper middle
classes, and the expatriate Latino pro
prietors have done their best to maintain
that familiar atmosphere. The air is hot
and humid, the windows reveal one iden
tical stereo-watch-travelling-iron store
after another. A different disco or salsa
song blasts out from each store. Only the
USA price tags give away the location.
Reinhard and I were generally treated
rudly, despite his obvious intention of
buying one of everything in the store.
After purchasing enough we made
our way to Coconut Grove (hiply posh
though ragged around the edges) where
I met two handsome men who sat down
to flirt while Reinhard was inside spend
ing the amount of my entire weekly food
allowance on pate and wine. They told
me they were Morrocan. An already
finished bottle of wine made me light
headed and flirtatious, not to mention ir
responsible, as I reveled in the role of
international jet setter. I made plans to
rendezvous the next day with the older,
more debonair of the two, while Reinhard
had business. Later, having passed up
my date, I fantasized about being sold
into white slavery.
My symbolic infidelity was more a re
flection of my liberated spirit than my
feelings toward Reinhard. We were get
ting along famously and I was flooded
with nostalgia. From my Southern per
spective, my West Coast social life
seemed dull and predictable, with the
vast majority of my-friends rarely regret
ting what they did the night before or

M

RESTAURANT

U nique a n d E xotic Chinese cuisine
specializing in spicy dishes
from H u n a n a n d Szechuan Provinces
M oderately Priced.

515 S.W. Broadway

I

Free parking after 6:00 p .m .

2 2 4 -8 0 6 3

M organ’s Alley Building

City Center Parking

10th & Washington

VISIT O U R NEW RESTAURANT
H UN A N GARDEN • 1 1 6 1 4 N.E. STH ST • BELLEVUE. WA.

(206)451-3595

following out some wanton passion.
While grateful for a strong social con
science and work and a life that ad
dressed that, I was wrestling with its jux
taposition to decadence, which, from this
exposure, had a certain allure. Central
America in 1981-83 became my Paris of
the ‘30s. Perhaps a bit of an exaggeration
but nonetheless I began looking at Rein
hard as the obvious mechanism to carry
me back. In other words, I conveniently
forgot why I left him in the first place.
I think it had to do with my conviction
that he was a drug addict. He did go six
weeks without anything but heavy doses
of marijuana to prove me wrong. I wasn’t
convinced. I think it also had to do with
those Soldier of Fortune magazines he
got monthly and his attraction to guns. It
made me uncomfortable. It also had to
do with me being tired of my work and
disenchanted with the country and miss
ing USA culture and realizing that to stay
was to stay for him. That gave me a rather
microscopic vision of him and all his
faults (which are none to subtle). I was
sure I would give him my best years and
then he would drop dead from lung can
cer and all I would have left would be a
lifetime supply of unroasted coffee beans
and a lot of good stories.
There would be good stories. . . im
promptu flights to Costa Rica to lie long
weekends on the beaches. Reinhard
bribing late night policemen with bottles
of aguardiente to ward off a ticket for
reckless driving. Cocaine and conversa
tions into the late hours by candlelight in
his outdoor glorieta with visiting jour
nalists found downtown. Self importance
is not a trait restricted to German busi
nessmen. We first worlders in the third
world have tremendous liberties: free
dom to travel, unheard of regular salaries
that make us tokenly generous and full of
mystique to the locals around us. No
amount of good will and intentions can
keep it from going to one’s head to some
degree. It is not easy to live in the third
world. Or maybe it is too easy.
It was easy enough to leave. A relief
initially. Over the two years we had suf
fered many misunderstandings that we

conveniently chalked up to cultural dif
ferences. Mutual infidelity was a trait of
our union. It fit in with the decadence of
our lifestyle. My leaving was dramatic.
Reinhard followed me to the States
weeks later to renegotiate. But he came
“pilled,” and that reinforced my backbone
reason for leaving him.
It was convenient not to recall those
days as day two ended with us meander
ing into a sleaze hotel bar. John, the
drunk Irishman we sat down next to, told
us immediately that everyone knew
everyone there and proceeded to intro
duce us to at least his side of the bar.
Another John, a huge black man with

The next day we moved to Miami
Beach. By outward appearances it is an
other world. The beach stretches long,
the streets wide, the shop keepers
friendly, and the hotels abundant, less
cockroached and reasonably priced. Our
hotel clerk was Cuban (finally a Cuban),
our bus boy Jamaican, the tour adviser
Israeli. In fact, half of South Miami Beach
is Israeli. Take all those earlier downtown
stereo-travelling iron shops, tuck them in
between middle-class (as opposed to
gutter-level) peep shows, porno movies
and hotels, paint everything art deco
cream and pink, and what you have is
South Miami Beach. Don’t forget the

I personally think that growing up
with incredible sum s of old money
makes one never consider that people
don’t like you. Lot’s of people don’t
like Reinhard.
crazy eyes was from Jamaica. He bought
us drinks immediately but as soon as
Reinhard tried to negotiate a friendship
he turned hostile and sullen. Around the
rest of the circular bar were inebriated
losers from almost every continent. One
of only three women there, I clung tight to
my bar stool, nursed Club Soda and lis
tened to Irish John talk congenially on
and on. It took me quite awhile to realize
all of his conversation focused on women
in sets of three. I slowly began thinking of
him as some creepy, sexually-depraved,
ready-to-pounce pervert, and I was im
mediately and suddenly ready to leave.
Good timing as Jamaican John was
steaming. He gave one the clear mes
sage that Reinhard should die, and he, if
it behooved him, would take on the role of
killer without batting an eye. I wondered if
when we left the bar broke out in a gale of
laughter. . . two
more
successfully
chased out of their terrain. I think the light
of day never hits that bar.

ocean crashing in the not-too-far dis
tance. I got a rash from swimming in it. It
came as no surprise.
Reinhard, who has a penchant for taxi
drivers, had befriended Jose, a young,
idealistic Venezuelan who was learning
electronics by day and driving his car
around as a cab at night. Jose was prob
ably the single most innocent person we
met on our trip. There was not a hint of
secret, clandestine activity about him
(other than illegally driving his car as a
cab) and he genuinely just wanted to be
an electrician. He appreciated Re
inhard’s generosity and gladly picked us
up for the airport on our last day. He
stopped at a Japanese market not ex
actly on the way so Reinhard could buy
enough dried miso soup to stock a fallout
shelter, and dropped us in front of TanSahsa Airlines (a rumored acronym for
Stay At Home, Stay Alive). As he was a
secret cab driver we (“we” —ha! —Re
inhard) paid clandestinely and we shook

hands as friends goodbye.
Reinhard put me rather uncer
emoniously on my plane, which left be
fore his. He was anxious to get to the
duty-free shop before his plane took off.
Our goodbye was brief and as always he
said, “Come visit soon. You are always
welcome.” He means it. He says it to
everyone he likes. I chuckled as I waited
for my plane imagining a Fellini-like pa
rade of Miamians boarding Tan-Sahsa
flights south, clutching his business card
in their hands. I also smiled at my deci
sion to see Miami, even though better
judgement had begged that I leave it
alone.
I watched Reinhard fade away into the
crowd. Two-and-a-half days of cocaine,
alcohol and enough cigarettes to raise
the per capita income of Virginia had left
my brain scrambled. I looked forward to
getting home to my bedroom and that
pile of waiting mail. Then I realized that I
would have all of two days worth. I
thought of calling friends to tell them I
was back. I remembered that no one
knew I had left. I thought of Reinhard who
by now had disappeared into the maze of
duty-free shops. Reinhard, who flies
around the world like I go to Safeway.
Reinhard, whose jet lags and hangovers
are like a persistent allergic itch that one
learns to ignore. Reinhard, who strews
his business cards around a town like
confetti, never quite gets beaten up or
notices when he’s being threatened. He
is so damn skinny. Has a weak chin also.
Not to mention he smokes too much. His
English was getting worse and I began to
wonder if I ought to get off the plane. Off
the plane. . . to what? Miami? M iam i. . .
a middle world he invited me to where
that big cheese culture he happily swims
in in Central America is also the domi
nant one. How different it would have
been if he’d flown north to grey Seattle.

Teri Hein is a teacher and writer living
in Seattle. Fay Jones is an artist and
frequent contributor to CSQ who re
sides in Seattle.

Discover the Fine Art of American Craft

Presenting a collection of recent work
by Dave & Boni Deal

A Shop & Gallery

The Real Mother Goose
S.W. Ninth & Yamhill
‘ Washington Square

223-9510
620-2243

Tell our advertisers
you saw it in CSQ!

SW 14th & Morrison
Open 7am
Breakfast • Lunch
Specialty Sandwiches
Soups * Salads
Desserts
Beer • Wine

Here or to go 241-1059
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WHAT HAS 196 LEGS,
BUT NO FEET,
RUNS SIX DAYS A WEEK
BUT NEVER WALKS,
AND COOKS ?
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1. Pick out anything special to youart, a photograph, momento, that
bent golf club, your winning lottery
ticket.
2. Bring it to Frameworks and we'll
work out a design you can afford
and enjoy forever.
Let us frame it (u-don't-have-to!)

Before

A ftei

3731 S.E. Hawthorne • (5 0 3 ) 2 3 2 -1 0 1 0

Relax in our private Hot Tub rooms.
•
•
•
•

3638 S.E. H awthorne
Portland, O regon
(503)238-0358
Mon-Sat 10am-5pm
Picture Framing

Bring this ad in and we’ll give you 15% off.
(orders under $50.00-10% off)
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St F O R 1 S U M M E R S P E C I A L — P re s e n ta tio n o f th is
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Whirlpool Jets
Choice of Music
Towels Furnished
Open Daily at Noon

4747 SE Hawthorne
Phone 239-TUBS

Hand-painted Apparel & Footwear
By Local Artists
Dianna C. Ixmg of PERCY’S LIVEABLE ART
Rich Elder
Panline Dugas
Nancy Donnelly
coming soon—Bobby Fouther’s Private Line Dance wear

Tuesday - Saturday
12:30 - 5:30 p.m.

3541 SE Hawthorne
236-4109

GET WELL HAWTHORNE BRIDGEW E NEED YOU!

Works
2025 SE Hawthorne, Portland, Oregon 97214 ♦ 503/230-7723

Hawthorne Auto Clinic,Inc,

YESTERSHADES

JARRA'S
PORTLAND’S "ONL Y” ETHIOPIAN RESTAURANT

M e chan ical s e rv ic e and re pair of im p o rt
and d o m estic cars and lig h t t r u c k s
F IA T and P e u g e o t s p e c ia lis ts
4307 S.E. Hawthorne
Portland, Oregon 97215

VICTORIAN
STYLE
LAMPSHADES

serving deliciously hot spicy food
fresh ground ETHIOPIAN coffee

appointm ents
1 11£
X *5 4 I t I I J

EXTENDED M E N U
BEER • WINE •

COMPLETE MEAL

THE
H AGGLE S HOP

$ 3 .5 0 (re fu n d a b le )

includes 55 shades
Lunch Mon.-Fri. 11:30- 2:00
Dinner M on.-Fri. 5:00-10:00
Sat. 4:00-10:00

12-5:30
MON THRU SAT
3534 S.E. H A W TH O R N E
PORTLAND. OREGO N 97214

FINE FURNITURE
ANTIQUE COLLECTABLES

Colored Catalog
Available

FOR ONLY ’4“

607 S.E. M O R R ISO N

230-8990

238-5755

'♦ » » > » » » » » » » > > > > > > » » J
A ctivate Your Sum m er
with S w ed ish M assage

S teven W oolpert,
M.S..LMT.

After biking, hiking, workouts, or work—
Give your body its due: the healthful
touch of massage.
Enjoy these specials:

2 6 2 5 S.E . L law thorne
2 3 1 -7 0 5 0 lornppl.
I )is< t >t it HS It >r I It It Tn ils

l Hr. B o d y T u n e -u p $ 2 0 ($ 5 off)
S u p e r T u n e (PA Hr.) $ 3 0
S e r ie s o f 3 for p r ic e o f 2
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ALTERNATIVE
FAMILY HEALTH CARE

REASONABLE PRICES
" W e Itcujcjle!"

Back Pain, Headaches
।
Nutritional Counseling
OB-Gyn, Homebirths & More

SPECIALIST IN ORIGINAL ART PRINTS

Erik S ate

(PARRISH, ARMSTRONG, ADVERTISING & CALENDAR ART, ETC.)

is
OPEN TUES-FRI 10AM-5:30PM SAT 11AM-5PM

3734 SE HAWTHORNE
232-0167

PORTLAND

Dr. Linda Uma Scott, Chiropractic Physician
2625 5.E. Hawthorne • Portland, OR •
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238-9788
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CORNDOG TOWER (W ITH ROTATING RESTAURANT), Chicago, Illinois
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NW Portland
M URPHYS
SEAFOOD
The finest
seafood
available.

TH UR M AN STREET
BO O K SELLER

Special
orders
gladly
taken.

New • Used • Rare

10:30-6:30
Tuesday-Saturday

© o Q

2389 NW Thurman
241-1344
12-6 seven days
© oo

ELLEN'S FLOWED CART

FINE BOOKS
BOUGHT• SOLD
EXCHANGED

C O RNER of 21 s t & N W KEARNEY

c

Flowers for LOVE AFFAIRS. PROMS
WEDDINGS AND 1NF1RMAT1ES
Boutonnieres and Corsages “
made to order
224-04' 4

©
■
CQO

»

o

0
O©O

"

2108 N.W. Glisan
Portland, Oregon 97210
227-7800

REALES

FILM S C H EDULE

eLLUe £ SELUtlill
9 1 6 NW 2 1 s t
PO RTLAND, OREGON 9 7 2 1 0
P H O N E (5 0 3 1 2 4 8 -9 1 4 2

R O N H IN C K L E Y
M A T Y L A B A D IE

Sunday Films

Too
busy
to
cook
?

8:30 PM
6/16

Blue Angel

6/23

The Lady Vanishes

6/30

Nothing Sacred

7/7

The Third Man

7/14

The Awful Truth

URBAN GARDENS

Hamburgers featured
on Sundays

Paul Bergen's series of take
out dinners is a simple way
for you to enjoy delicious
food, even though you're
too busy to cook!

Light Meals
Evenings

Call For A C alendar
1438 NW 23rd at Quimby

2 2 3 * 1 7 2 4

2601 Northwest Vaughn Street
Portland, Oregon 97210
.

223-3302

,

C R IS IS IN T E R V E N T IO N S E R V IC E

24-Hour Emergency
Phone Counseling Service

223-6161 or 648-8636

• Drug/Alcohol Issues
• Family Problems
• Domestic Violence
• Emotional Problems
• Suicide
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of Organic Components
for Fertilizing
& Insect Control.
Organic Plant Starts.
Territorial Seeds.

2714 NW THURMAN • 226-0577
Two blocks south of old Montgomery Wards.

Open 10am 7 days a week.

BRIDAL SHOWERS
GRADUATION
BIRTHDAYS
GIFTS FOB ALL OCCASIONS
m NW 21st Ave.

E scen tial

Monday - Saturday

P A R F U M E R IE
, ,

Some people
w ill still call it
The Nobby
Tavern!
Remember when the freeway to Salem was known as the Baldock
and the one to Vancouver was the Minnesota? To some people they
still are. The Civic Stadium was renamed years ago but it is often
referred to as the Multnomah Stadium. Some people still call our bus
company Rose City Transit and Delta Park is occasionally called
Vanport. The zoo is sometimes called the Portland Zoo rather than
the Washington Park Zoo. Some people will always call the Arlene
Schnitzer Concert Hall the Paramount Theater.
The Nobby Tavern has a new name and new owners. Stop in
sometime and have a great meal, a drink, and listen to our
hi fi.

L o tio n s , , O ils

Soaps

IO TO 6
Sunday

NOON TO 5

M o is tu r e C re a m s t i

C a rd s , ,

For ham burgers
& homemade desserts
33 NW 23rd Pl
223-0287
Mon-Fri 8:00-7:00
Sat 8:00-4:00

FOOTHILL
A A ic k o e l S e a r s ,
< G t\iro p P e c tic P h y s ic ia n

EARLY
C hildhood

S e r v i n g / N o r t h w e s t /\U ig lu » o rl\c » o c I
w i t h Q u a l i t y <Shi r o p r a c t i c CLcxre
• " -H e a lin g b y E la n d "

BookhousE

• A J e u r o lo g ic a l, A A u s c u la r , S k e le t a l
d ia g n o s is & tr e a t m e n t
• /N a tu r a l. B o t a n ic a l R e m e d ie s
• ^ N u tr itio n a l B a la n c i n g

QUAliiy books
FOR chi Id REN
& ihEiR fRiENds

• U r e ve n -five H e a l t h C u r e m a in te n a n c e
f o r a m o r e e n jo y a b le life
• 2 2 5 - 0 2 5 5 (2 4 h o u rs )

Northwest 23rd ® Lovejoy

2 6 0 9 A )W T -H U R M A A
724 NW 25nd
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224-6572
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\ N hile rummaging through the shelves of used book stores, the dedicated
peruser is sure to come upon some strange and curious volumes. Few dis
coveries are more curious than a book of color art reproductions and
explanatory text entitled simply Mr. Otis.
Published in 1958 by Macmillan and Company, Mr. Otis is the unexpected
offspring of the nationally acclaimed writer and historian, Stewart Holbrook,
who died in 1964. He was a long-time Portland resident and a crony of such
literary luminaries as H.L. Mencken, Bernard De Voto and John Dos Passos.
A gregarious sort who was as much at home in the smoky environs of
Erickson's Bar and Card Room on Skid Road as in the drawing rooms of
the wealthy and famous, Holbrook took up the brush in 1948 and began
painting on weekends under the name of Mr. Calvin Otis.
Although Holbrook clearly got considerable pleasure from making his
paintings, it’s also evident that he received at least as much enjoyment from
watching members of the art establishment squirm when they saw the<n.
With pleasure, we present Stewart Holbrook's alter ego, the illustrious Mr.
Otis.

I

(AN EXCERPT)
[

I

STEWART H.
HOUWOOK__J
The Pioneer
J t 5IF paintings in this book will speak for themselves and will, I believe, indi
cate a fresh approach in the field of natural expression, if not indeed herald
the founding of a new school which more competent critics than I are already
beginning to designate as the Primitive-Moderne.
I am honored to have been asked to contribute a biographical sketch of the
painter. Though it is difficult to speak of the man and ignore his work, I had
the great good fortune to meet him many years before any recognition what
ever came his way, and I shall attem pt to give readers a notion of his somewhat
elusive and not always engaging personality.
It was during the long grim winter of 193-5—1934 that I gradually became
conscious of the frail figure of a man whom veteran members of the Press
Club addressed only as Mr. Otis. Though not a member, nor even a former
newspaperman, he seemed to be always on the premises, and I came to learn
that he was one of the company of non-paying guests permitted to occupy
beds on the upper floors of the decaying Victorian mansion that was our club
house in Portland, at the western end of the Oregon Trail. Somebody or other
at the club told me Otis was an artist down on his luck. N ot until then did I
identify the faint aroma of turpentine Otis emanated when he entered the
malty confines of our main clubrooms on the ground floor.
It seems a little odd now, looking back across full twenty-five years, that we
newspapermen and writers paid so little heed to Mr. Otis, possibly a genius and
surely the only artist who made his home and had his atelier in our clubhouse.
Perhaps our failure to recognize his talent was due in some part to the fact
that he didn’t look like an artist. He said merely, ever so meekly, that he was a

»j

painter. But he wore neither a beret nor a beard. I did see him once or twice
in a dirty smock, yet he commonly worked in vest and shirt sleeves, not even
removing the high celluloid collar and ready-tied cravat he invariably wore.
There was no whit of Left Bank dash to Otis. About him, indeed, was some
thing of the shabby gentility that pervaded our clubhouse.
Probably by the sheer rank of long residence, Mr. Otis managed to hold
down a spot in the bay-windowed room on the second floor; and here, too, he
rated a fireplace in which he brewed his tea and, in chilly weather, warmed his
everlasting sardines. The winter when I first met Mr. Otis was a Spartan time,
not only in Oregon but elsewhere. A free bed was a thing to cherish. I doubt
we had a vacancy in six months.
Some few of our non-paying guests tried to make themselves useful around
the club, and there was in truth much that needed doing. The many fireplaces
were given to smoking. Our several water closets seemed always out of order
and were of an era no living plumber could remember. The ceilings were so
high that replacing a burned-out globe called for a crew of two or three men.
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Mother with Child and Late Husbund

In this bold historicalt h e p]a i n s in the Covered
spirit of the noble
W agons. It was possi y b

o f th e Iig h th
th e

earted n o te -stru c k
never q u l t c

Truth Crushed to

..The Mun L

^out

Even th e most knowing
quality, and possibly th e
is
prismatic wonder of
>
S
(hows th e artist to have a c c e p te d ^

Painted desperate., if ^ . y m
o H M s l r t y Otis. T h e
o b tio u s . T h e com pontion
definition of space,
anything

beyond^the^act th a t he wanted to paint pictures th a t are head -

bartered.

Earth at Third & Burnside
the hope of

W P A Art Project of the 193 • t h c Social Conscience School,
unght well have becom e noted in
d
U H e , even
M <i
S“
bad « not U e n for bis
‘ "
f
P
"
when docum enting Evil in the
district.

OF MR AND

M RS

. ROBERT HOLCOMB

FROM THE COLLECTION

ful objects?

plus chair and a table to stand on. Doors sagged, windows w;ere cracked; the
many decorative mirrors on the main floor were coated with dust.
I recall that Mr. Otis, most grateful for free quarters, was helpful in many
small ways. W anting to do something to relieve the deep melancholy of the
club’s appearance to passing Philistines, he took from the mantel the enor
mous and elegant Guy Bates Post Silver Cup, w'hich the famous actor had
presented us, and placed it in the window nearest the street. I thought it
added considerable tone. Otis also offered to paint landscapes, or still-life pic
tures on the dusty mirrors, but was turned down by the club’s board of di
rectors, whose ideas of Art were the pretty Nell Brinkley Girls of the Sunday
supplements.
One member of the board, a brutal fellow when in his cups, went so far as
to suggest, in the painter’s hearing, that Otis might, if he wished, go hang
one of his “daubs” in the main water closet on the ground floor.
At this cruel remark, the mild and apologetic Mr. Otis winced as if from
the lash of a whip. The poor fellow was so obviously wounded that the better
natured members of the board immediately proposed and passed a resolution
that our artist-in-residence be invited to hang several of his works in the rear
or servants’ stairwell, and at least one picture on the landing of the main or
grand staircase that led up from the front hall.
All of us members of the Press Club knew, of course, that our clubhouse
had long since been marked for destruction. The thirty dollars a month wc
paid as rent did not even meet the Multnomah County taxes on the ancient
structure, lir e blow fell in 1935. W e were directed in a curt note to be gone;
and given a churlish ten days to vacate. Before we had found new quarters in
a downtown hotel of sporty, or possibly dubious repute, the wreckers were in
the very yard, attacking the porches, shouting obscenities at one another,
making high holiday of this demolition of our seedy temple that was dedi
cated, in a manner of speaking, to Literature. And the Arts, if you counted
Mr. Otis.
It was a tragic hour for Otis and the other and less talented characters who
had been our non-paying guests. There was no room for them in our new
quarters. W h at became of them I never knew. I even lost track of Otis for
some two years. It was the summer of 1938 before I saw him again.
It was a chance meeting on W est Burnside Street in the heart of Portland’s
rough-and-ready Skidroad district. Otis was wearing the same nondescript suit
of his Press Club days. The tall celluloid collar was as immaculate as ever.
But he now presented a more positive exterior, due in some part to the neat
derby hat that sat squarely on the very top of his head, and a tightly rolled
umbrella which he swung in an almost jaunty manner.
W hen I remarked on his prosperous appearance, he was pleased, and said
yes, he had been getting along just fine. He had picked up both derby and

umbrella for fifty cents at the Good W ill Industries store; and the fifty cents
was the cash portion of a barter deal by which he had also received two dozen
tins of sardines for a painting on a classical theme, which he had entitled The
Fatal Draught of Socrates. The party of the second part in the deal was the
proprietor of a small grocery, a Greek who thought so much of the picture

RS

a rtm e n t. It is
film
—
m a n sh o u ld h a ve ■row
H e still th in k s h e I
as to place and keep it in his show window amidst the olive oil, the sunflower
seeds, the St. John’s Bread and other exotics.
I asked Otis where he had his studio. “In the cellar under Tod Freeman’s
watch-repair place,” he replied, adding, “No rent.”
I might have guessed it. For forty years Tod Freeman’s Time Shop had
been a fixture in the same block that houses Aug Erickson’s gigantic saloon,
with its “Longest Bar in the W orld.” And for forty years, too, the large base
m ent of T od’s shop had been a popular hangout for Socialists, Wobblies,
Single-Taxers, and other apostles of protest. I had spent many an hour in that
basement, listening to plans for a better world. It was as pitch dark a place
as ever I encountered. Compared to the old Press Club, it was as a tallow
candle to limelight. I knew then that Mr. Otis was still painting in Chaos and
old Night, and naturally wondered if his palette was as bright as before.
“G ot any new paints lately?” I asked.
“Oh. yes,” he said, almost with enthusiasm. “I got a viridine as bright as
that stuff we used to spray potatoes with when I was a boy. And I picked up
a dandy big fat tube of cadmium orange at the Salvation Army store. I’m
doing fine, fine! Lots to eat too.”
Several years passed before we met again, though meanwhile I heard often
from Mr. Otis himself and also from the few people who knew him. " It’s got
so I can barter almost every picture,” he wrote cheerfully. His diet had ex
panded notably, even if much of the bartered food came in cans. I recall how
pleased he was when a small painting, 3 7 x 9 inch entitled The FrightenedChameleon, brought him a full case of tomatoes, gallon size; and another, a
16x20 “historical” as he termed it, was exchanged for a hundredweight of
rice. He remarked with satisfaction that with these two new items he was
enjoying “a well balanced diet.”

Mr. Otis’ reproductions and Stewart Holbrook’s writing reprinted with permission of Sibyl Strahl.

From Miss Marion Lawrence, in charge of the Art Room at the Port
land Public Library, came word that Mr. Otis was spending his spare
hours there, looking at reproductions of the Masters, old and new, and reading
voraciously in the history of painting. Had it not been for Miss Lawrence’s
letter I should have been at a loss later, when I met Otis again, to account
for the knowledge he displayed with such easy assurance. “W e never had a
more courteous, or more constant visitor in our departm ent,” Miss Lawrence
wrote, addiqg, “ It is tragic that so nice a man should have become unhinged.
He still thinks he is an artist. . .
The 1940s wore on. Mr. Otis painted on, tirelessly. But recognition, as he
aptly remarked, “remains a fata morgana, the mirage of artists—that is, of
many of us.” Yet he was not embittered, but merely confused that fame was

passing him by. Twice, so he told me, he had approached the director of Port
land’s fine new Art Museum, to suggest that a Mr. Otis show might attract
new visitors, especially if hung in the Ayer W ing of the building on the
ground floor. “They wouldn’t have to walk upstairs,” he had pointed out
hopefully.
But Otis was rebuffed. ( “Politely,” he remembered.) “ But when I com
plained to one of the Museum guards at the refusal,” Otis told me, “the fellowsaid maybe if I’d cut off an ear I might make the grade.” Otis thought the
reference to a great if deranged painter was in poor taste.
Then, in 1949, just before his third decade of struggle and failure was all
but past, events conspired happily to bring some measure of recognition to
the now almost desperate founder of a new school of painting—the PrimitiveModerne.* Early in that year Miss Florence Millsaps of the Oregon Journal
was exposed to an Otis painting. Portrait of an Aspiring Saint, which had been
retrieved many years before, when the wreckers were demolishing the old
Press Club mansion, by Mr. Roderick Lull, short-story writer and novelist
• The final e is imperative. It makes the word foreign, hence fashionable.
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“Fido Can Set Vp!” (Wo. 2 )
Possibly the most famous of O tis’s works in the classic genre tra
dition, this brilliant com m entary on the tiresome Dog-and-M aster
m otif made the painter many enemies among dog lovers; yet he
has declared that from none other of his paintings has he derived
so m uch satisfaction. He has steadfastly refused to barter it.

who had known Otis when he was our artist-in-residence. Mr. Lull got it from
one of the wreckers who, naturally enough, were making sport of this early
example of a new school soon to flower.
The moment Miss Millsaps laid eyes on Portrait of an Aspiring Saint she
determined that Mr. Otis should have the recognition so long delayed. And
soon enough the painting occupied two columns in the newspaper’s house
organ.
At about this time Mr. Otis was made delirious with joy when Mr. Ernest
Richardson, head of The Oregonian's art department, invited him to submit
a painting to that newspaper’s annual intermural affair called the Salon Arts
Independent. Otis fetched a picture so quickly as to make Mr. Richardson
wonder if the impecunious artist had come in a taxicab.
A few days later. Mr. Otis’s hand shook and his watery eyes overflowed
when a friend showed him a copy of The Oregonian, and there was the Otis
entry—“Fido Can Set Up!”—a genre work, magnificently displayed three col
umns wide and a good ten inches deep, on the front page of Section 2 of this
great news organ.
H ie dam had broken, the Otis cup ranneth over, Truth was not to be
crushed.
Though neither the local Art Museum nor any of the galleries around town

STEWART HOLBROOK
By Peggy Lindquist
and David Milholland

tewart Holbrook, in his lifetime the dean of Northwest authors, discovered the
region he dubbed “the Far Corner” at the age of 27. Adventurous in his youth.
Holbrook travelled throughout the continent, trying his hand at most everything. Over
the next 44 years, he wrote about all he saw and experienced, both as a freelance writer
and later as author of some 27 books, quite a few of them best sellers. They include a
number of popular histories and several that celebrate the uniqueness of the big timber
country.
and from there joined a theatre company
He was a man full of both conviction
on tour— “one of the lousiest stock com
and contradiction. He loathed foul lan
panies ever formed”— where he struck
guage. dogs, television (though he liked
up a life-long friendship with fellow troupe
to watch the 'fights"), airplanes, the auto
member Boris Karloff. Back in Vermont,
mobile and most of the creations of the
Holbrook worked in a logging camp.
twentieth century. He loved barbershop
Then in 1917, he joined the American Ex
peditionary Force and served in France.
dered the only civilized way to travel, and
After the war, he was back at logging
his many dear friends.
again, this time on the Connecticut River,
Holbrook was bom in Newport, Ver
an experience which later became Holy
mont, in 1893. At 18, he got a job with
Old Mackinaw (his first best seller in
the Winnipeg Telegram as a reporter,
1939), and earned him the title of “the
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The Ladder of Success;
or, Horatio Alger, Jr., & The Buzzard
Although a devout Alger fan, as is made clear by the aura sur
rounding the famous author in this painting, M r. Otis, his great
heart filled with compassion, nevertheless wished to warn the
All-American Boy of the penalty of missteps on the path upward
to Fam e & Fortune.

invited him to present a one-man show, the career of Otis from this point on
has been a chronicle of heady success. Physicians, surgeons, attorneys, and a
couple of businessmen began to haunt his atelier, to barter something useful
for paintings. I neglected to mention that Otis had long since made it clear
he did not want to sell his work, remarking that money was a delusion of
paper symbols of no intrinsic value, even while its barter value grew less
almost by the month. “I want goods,” he said.
Professional women, society leaders, and art-minded housewives came to
the Otis studio to look, and often to go away with a painting. A new Press
Club did not forget the free-loader of old; the boys put the bite on Otis to
turn moralist and fill a 4 x 6 foot vacant spot near the bar with a still life
which the painter called C ity Editor with Bowl of Artichokes.
Mr. Otis thoroughly enjoyed this his first mural work. “All that open space
made me feel jim dandy,” he said. “It gave me BIG ideas.” He was soon doing
two even larger murals in a Portland residence; and when Mr. Bennett Cerf,
the New York publisher and noted T V personage, was visiting the city, he
loggers' Boswell.” At the end of the New
England logging season, he bought a
round-trip ticket to Victoria, B.C. and top
ped by his Boston-purchased bowler,
headed west.
The story goes that when Holbrook
showed up at a B.C. logging camp wear
ing his derby, the operator was so
amused, he gave him a job as “cheater"

(time-keeper). In a gesture which in
some ways sums up Holbrook’s relation
ship with the Northwest, he nailed his
Boston bowler to a stump. After three
years of working in and observing log
ging camp life, he sold his first story to
Harold Ross (later editor of the New
Yorker) for $5, and never ceased being
the unlikely combination of logger and

Photo courtesy of The Oregonian

“Great Ideas of Western Man”
“ Where Is Shorty This Morning?”
Here Mr. Otis graphically indicates the precarious condition of
modern sculpture. In the court of a gallery, which has patently
been visited by vandals of the night, M A N inquires of ATLAS IV
to know what has become of their fellow statue who only yester
day stood happily on his base. (W here, indeed, is Shorty this
morning?)

refused to pose for press photographers except ./ith a Mr. Otis mural for
background.
Then, when the late Bernard De Voto, Pulitzer Prize winning historian,
came to do some research relating to Lewis and Clark, he left town with a
Mr. Otis which the painter described as a marine and which in any case was
entitled Low Tide at Megler. Mr. DeVoto hung this work in his large study
in Cambridge where, as Mrs. De Voto remarked recently, it “caused a great
deal of talk.”
At about this time one or two visiting art critics from New York and Boston
suddenly displayed a tremendous interest in Mr. Otis. Though they affected
a protective condescension—one Of them even professing ignorance of how his
name was spelled—they attached themselves like leeches to this rising new
radiance. Such are the inevitable penalties of fame. One of the visiting critics
even attempted to find three distinct “periods” in his coloring. This insolent
attempt to bracket into several tidy limits the work of such an artist as
Mr. Otis fell upon its face when the painter himself reached deep into his
Western subconscious for a clear ringing protest. “D on’t fence me in!” he
literary figure.
Holbrook came to Portland in "1923,
taking a job as editor of the Four L
Lumber News, a job he held for eleven
years. The 4L’s (Loyal Legion of Loggers
and Lumbermen)— a virtual company
union— had been created during WWI to
deflect the IWW’s strength in the North
west woods, and it largely ushered the
wobblies out of business. Holbrook may
himself have carried the IWW card and
wrote about them with great fondness in
several books. A registered Republican,
the only presidential candidate he'd vote
for was the socialist Norman Thomas—
he believed there needed to be a “thirdparty threat” to keep the two parties on
their toes.
He liked to claim the reason he lived in
Portland was that the Public Library was
the finest in the West. He also asserted
that “perhaps the whole Northwest
should be set aside as one great park
before it is wholly overrun by foreign im
migrants like myself.” He later created
the James G. Blaine Association, and
would publicly enumerate the many
hazards and disadvantages of living
here, including the weather, Hanford's
radiation and the lack of decent restau
rants. Holbrook, as his friend and fellow

writer-bon vivant Lucius Beebe recalled,
“took intense pleasure in the delusion
that Portland, in proper fact as sedate as
metropolis as its namesake in Maine,
was a sink of vice and licentiousness.”
He remembered Holbrook stating boldly,
“Anything goes in Portland. Widest open
god-darned town since Dodge City!"
Though literary recognition in the form
of Pulitzers and such prizes eluded Hol
brook, he was highly respected by his
peers, both locally and nationally. Such
notables as editor-pundit H.L. Mencken,
publisher Alfred Knopf, historian Bernard
De Voto and novelist John Dos Passos
visited Holbrook's Portland and were
shown both the high and the low side of
the city. His regional peers included H.L.
Davis, Richard Neuberger (before he be
came U.S. Senator), Ellis Lucia, Ernest
Haycox and Nard Jones. Holbrook held
sway over them for years as the “perma
nent chairman” of the Oregon Freelance
Club.
Holbrook based most of his books on
historical characters and people he'd ob
served. His characters included logger
Jigger Jones in Old Holy Mackinaw,
Harry Orchard, the agent provocateur
and “mad dynamiter” in The Rocky
Mountain Revolution. Northwest railroad

All save illiterates will know of the trem endous art project of the
C ontainer Corporation of America, whose scries of paintings,
known to millions as “G reat Ideas of W estern M an,” so deeply
moved M r. Otis that he spent the better part of a day in order
to conceive and com plete this picture illustration of his own'
G reat Idea, virtually a battle cry O ut W h ere the W est Begins.
“T his work may herald a new period in M r. O tis’s technique,”
com m ents von Brummer. “ . . . in this, his latest painting, he
has adopted and improved upon the m udpic palette. . . . T here
is no getting ahead of M r. O tis.”

cried, coining a phrase that was to pass into the folklore of the W est.
Perhaps this is the proper place to close these reminiscences of the frail
and weak-eyed character who has risen from the depths of three decades of
obscurity to the comparative eminence of this splendid presentation of twentynine of his works in all their radiant colors. I might say before closing, how
ever, that the Otis coterie, a small devoted group of local artists who gather
once a month in the abandoned root-house in which Otis now has his studio,
have recently organized in a formal manner and will hold occasional group
shows. I will add only the fact that the accompanying pictures which rep
resent the best of Mr. Otis were chosen by a twenty-one-man-and-woman jury
of dedicated disciples who had no little difficulty in separating the really great
paintings from the merely superb ones. I think they chose very well.
—STEWART H. H OLBROOK
baron James J. Hill, Ethan Allen (a best
seller
in
1940), and even several juvenile books
on Wild Bill Hickcock, Davy Crockett and
Wyatt Earp. But his most unusual crea
tion was his own Mr. Otis.
Holbrook took up painting for relaxa
tion after he gave up alcohol. Claiming to
have for years drunk a quart of whiskey
daily, he ended up “not a reformed drunk,
just a tired one." Holbrook reinvested that
time and energy in his brightly colored
“daubs,” and never missed the opportu
nity to poke fun at the inflated body of
modern art and criticism.
Oregonian Art Writer Catherine Jones
got into the swing of things with her
critique of Mr. Otis: “Careful examination
of the 29 excellent color reproductions of
works from the brush of Mr. Otis indi
cated that the artist is quite right in plac
ing himself in a school of painting oc
cupied by himself alone. . .. Judged by
accepted artistic standards the paintings
of Mr. Otis show the artist to be imagina
tive in his use of color, fearless in his
approach to compostion, which he han
dies in a fresh and often challeging man
ner and unaware of any problems posed
by perspective."
The first Mr. Otis work presented to the

public appeared in The Oregonian after
being entered in their 1949 Salon Arts
Independent Show. The piece was “Fido
Can Set Up," a thinly veiled expression
of his dislike for dogs. But the first public
exhibit of his paintings was at Erickson’s
saloon, with its longest bar in the world,
a milieu which suited Holbrook perfectly.
Sadly, the paintings of Mr. Otis seem
to have disappeared from the public
mind. The few that were bartered reside
with their owners, who traded such items
as a lifetime supply of Vermont maple
syrup, a truckload of fertilizer, 20 pounds
o f wild rice, 12 cans of dog repellent and
a bushel of filberts. Both Mr. Otis and
Holbrook disdained cash payments for
the works. Several are in the possession
of the University of Washington, where
his papers are housed as well.
A few paintings were, last seen in a
public display at Holbrook's long-time re
sidence, a gracious mansion at the top
of Northwest Lovejoy. The paintings
were appropriately hung beneath the
stairs—just where Mr. Otis would have
expected them. Mrs. Sibyl Strahl. Hol
brook’s widow, who still lives with several
of Mr. Otis' finest, has the last word:
“That’s right. You either dig 'em or you
don’t.”
/
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Alice Walker
Listening to the Inner Voices

oet, storyteller, essayist, novelist, civil rights activist, “womanist,”
visionary: every photo I have seen o f Alice Walker leaves a different
impression. In one she stands aloof, hair fluffed out around a proud,
smooth face. In another she appears in a flamboyant Hispanic dress, a rose in
her chignon, laughing across the table to the writer and editor Robert Allen.
Then there is a photo he took o f her in the garden o f her small house in
Mendocino, north o f San Francisco, where they often spend weekends together.
Here she squats in jeans and a short-sleeved shirt, utterly belying her forty-odd
years, girlish plaits framing a shy smile, her bands fu ll o f freshly cut flowers.
It is yet another Alice Walker who
greets me at the door of her walk-up
apartment in San Francisco's Japan
town. Dressed in black sweatshirt and
sweatpants, hair hugging her scalp in
neat cornrow fashion, she has a soft, al
most scrubbed simplicity, as though I had
caught her between rising and stepping
onto her plant-filled veranda for a work
out. Motioning me to the sofa, she slides
open the large glass doors giving onto
that sunny spot, stretching and greeting
“this wonderful day.” Her voice is gentle,
almost dreamy, with a trace of a South
ern accent.
The room around us is homey but un
cluttered: a white globe with the geog
raphy of the world picked out in bright
colors, African prints, shelves full of
books. On the table next to me is a
framed certificate announcing the sale of
over a million copies of her Pulitzer-win
ning novel, The Color Purple.
There is no time for small talk: Alice
Walker does not like long interviews. We
have already rescheduled this one from
the day before, when she flew to Los
Angeles in response to a last-minute call
to join a demonstration outside the South
African embassy. Jesse Jackson and
Maxine Anderson were present, she
says. Stevie Wonder sent his manager.
“Don’t know what happened there," she

muses, raising her eyebrows comically.
She kicks off her sneakers and settles
into an old rocking chair, a private person
making a brief appearance. “I need time
to dream,” she says. The deluge of
• media attention unleashed by her
Pulitzer Prize in 1983 forced Alice Walker
into a period of total retreat. Even now,
she is obviously taking care not to waste
too much energy on something that is not
strictly necessary.
Walker's slightly absent, scrupulously
polite manner reminds me that she has
described herself as “author and
medium,” that she regards her charac
ters as having a life of their own, that
their voices literally “sound” in her head.
To be sensitive to voices requires some
distance from ordinary life. Is she work
ing on another novel, I wonder?
“There won’t be any more novels until
my daughter gets through high school, in
a couple of years,” she says. “All my
main time is for her at the moment.” This
means she is not available to speak for
any new characters. “The writing’s very
organic,” she goes on. “I don’t know what
will be coming next. But when I’ve got
short time, it’s usually short things—
stories, or essays, or poems.”
For the moment, then, she is mother
to her teenage daughter, Rebecca, pub
lic literary figure, spokeswoman for her

people.
In a sense, The Color Purple is the
politically correct novel of the decade.
This is not a literary assessment (though
critics have made it the basis of both
favorable and unfavorable reviews), but
a way of stating the impact that the novel
has had. Alice Walker is one of a growing
number of black women such as Toni
Morrison, Ntozake Shange, and Toni
Cade Bambara, whose writing is gaining
recognition. But the respectability implied
by the Pulitzer prize has put the book—
and
its
themes— squarely
into
mainstream America. It has propelled the
lives and experiences of black women in
the impoverished rural South (Alice her
self grew up in Eatonton, Georgia) into
chic literary circles and onto newsstands
around the world.
There is more to Alice Walker's ap
peal, however, than the need to ac
knowledge a voice of racial and sexual
conscience. In the course of her develop
ment as a writer, she has transformed
. the loves and the hates, the tenderness
and the cruelty, between women and
men, blacks and whites, rich and poor,
into a virtually archetypal statement
about the human condition. At the heart
of this tension, alongside the degradation
that wears down the spirit, is a message
of hope. Alice Walker's readers love her
because of the vision she brings to her
realism, a vision of forgiveness and re
newal. She believes in our capacity to
learn from the past— and from the pre
sent— that she so eloquently describes.
“A lot of people, especially black
people," notes one of her admirers, “who
grew up in the ‘60s and got involved in
the civil rights movement, went through
almost a knowing too much of life. They
really saw both the best and the worst of
humankind. The Color Purple does a
staggering job of conveying those ex
tremes."
In Walker’s work, “the best and the
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worst of humankind” are often described
in terms of physical beauty or ugliness.
In her first novel, The Third Life of
Grange Copeland, a young black man
destroys the beauty of his wife, Mem, be
cause he cannot bear what that beauty
represents: the grace and competence
that she, and not he, is capable of bring
ing to their everday struggle for survival.
Envy turns him from admirer into oppres
sor. The Color Purple's Celie reverses
the novel’s process of despair— reclaim
ing “beauty" lost at a very young age.
This equation of inner beauty with
healing, with growing stronger, is more
than a .fictional device, however. It is
rooted in Walker's own experience.
When she was eight years old, her right
eye was blinded by a shot from her
brother’s BB gun. For years, the wound
symbolized her lack of self-confidence,
her reluctance to look the world in the
eye. There is a revealing moment in her
account of this disfiguring trauma, when,
. as a twelve-year-old, she rants at her
mirror, “I do not pray for sight. I pray for
beauty." The emotional importance of the
ugly scar outweighed the practical impor
tance of sight. Now, with the scar tissue
removed, her eyes are remarkably beau
tiful.
“We all become more beautiful as we
are loved,” says Walker. “And if you have
self-love, then you are always beautiful.
I think what is tragic for people like Mem
is that they exist in a society that doesn't
appreciate their beauty. Their men— the
very people who are supposed to help
■ them maintain their confidence— are so
ground down that when they see this
beauty, it arouses not admiration .but
envy and fear. So they try to destroy it.
And they often succeed.”
She sees a similar envy at the root of
relations between the races. “I was out
at the hearing in South Dakota for Dennis
Banks, the Native American activist who
was wanted for rioting, you know? After
nine years on the run he’d finally turned
himself in... Anyway, on one side of the
courtroom there were all these straight
white men, sitting there like grey con
crete blocks.
“Then there was Dennis, with his long
braids, his red cloak, and of course his
Nikes— cause he just loves to run, right?"
She smiles. “He and the other Indians in
that room, though they were only dres
sed in old blankets and stuff, were so
beautiful and dignified compared with the
people judging them.
“So I can see why the white people
who came to this land were envious of
the Native Americans. They saw that
they were not only wealthy in terms of
land— which they didn't consider them
selves as owning anyway— but also that
they were rich in honor, in truth, and in
tegrity. Even the greediest among them
wouldn’t do to the land a tenth o’f what
has been done by the white men. If you
can’t appreciate that kind of integrity, if
you can't appreciate the culture that pro
duced Black Elk, Crazy Horse, and Den
nis Banks, then you have to say they're
savages....”
On a bookcase in the corner of the
room is a collection of photographs: Yoko
Ono, Gloria Steinem, Fidel Castro— no,
this one is not a photograph, it’s the
cover of his book, History Will Absolve
Me: A Trial Defense Speech. I ask Alice
about the essay she wrote in 1977, in
which she said of Cuba: “To criticize any
thing at all seems presumptuous, even
absurd." Critics have attacked this state
ment as an example of her political nai v
ete. How does she respond to such ac
cusations? By opening Castro's book to
a page showing a picture of some slums.
“I love Cuba, I love the Cuban people;
I even love Fidel!” she says, becoming
animated for the first time. “I know this.”
She points at the picture: “I know what
this is. He got rid of it." She pauses, then
says, slowly, emphatically, “That’s no
small thing.”
Justice and Hope. Twin themes, two
faces of Alice Walker. On the bookshelf
there is also a picture of her parents in
their youth. Her mother wears a hat and
looks at the camera with a slightly inquir
ing glance, as if demanding something
of the world. Her father, darker skinned
than his wife, dressed in dungarees, re
cedes behind her shoulder, an anxious,
almost victimized expression on his face.
The title Alice gave to her essay on Cuba
was “My Father's Country is the Poor.”
She loves the Cuban revolution because,
like her sharecropper father, who died in
1973 estranged from his youngest
daughter and “racked with every poor
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In Alice Walker’s universe the men are reformed and
forgiven, but it is the women who provide the momentum o f
forgiveness. Their work and their soul pervade
her vision o f the South.
man’s disease,” she too had once been
diminshed by a belief that “poor people
could not win.”
Fortunately, Walker was drawn to the
way her mother looked out at the world.
In her involvement with the civil rights
movement, begun before she left college
in 1961, she too has challenged the
world with an inquiring and demanding
gaze. In 1967 she married a white civil
rights lawyer from the North, Mel Levanthal: together they went to live in
Jackson, Mississippi, at a time when
mixed marriages had only recently be
come legal in that state.
It was by turning that expectant gaze
inward, though, that she transformed the
exigencies of the situation into a continu
ous burst of creative activity. The mater
ial of her first novel, written in the face of
that dangerous time, came from the
tragedies of her own family. In her sec

her to teach a class where she encour
aged black women to write the stories of
their own lives. Her passion to save
people from an ignorant posterity high
lights Walker’s commitment to writing as
a moral and political force.
When she left the South, first to teach
and write in Cambridge, Massachusetts,
then to work as an editor on Ms.
magazine in New York, she still mixed
politics with art. But it is the latter that
has enabled her to encompass the con
tradictions of the former.
“Be nobody’s darling...” one of her
poems begins, and she has certainly
angered black people with her searing
portrayals of black male violence.
Nevertheless, her politics also has a
generous, universalist bent. The twin
themes of longing for justice and hunger
for hope flow together in her writing into
a stream marked by forgiveness. And in

"A lot o f people; especially black people, who grew up in the
’60s and got involved in the civil rights movement, went
through almost a knowing too much o f life. They really saw
both the best and the worst o f humankind.”
ond novel, Meridian, she used the indi
vidual tragedies of the civil righty strug
gle— a struggle, she says, she set out to
“tirelessly observe.” Though she partici
pated in voter registration drives and
marches, her true activism was of the
eye and the pen, the ear and the voice.
Her research into the unspoken story
of her own culture led her to the writings
of Zora Neale Hurston, the black novelist,
folklorist, and anthropologist. If also led

deed, in her private life as well she
seems both fair and hopeful. Long di
vorced from Mel Levanthal, she still
speaks warmly of his courageous work
for desegregation.
Her writing, in fact, is full of love-hate
relationships: with the South, with the de
mands of motherhood, with her own par
ents, especially her' father. “When you
have parents who were forced to work all
their lives at something they weren’t

suited to, all you can do is catch glimpses
of how they might have been. My father
was a great storyteller, and he had very
eclectic musical tastes. He was also a
great cook."
But her father’s memory is one of pes
simism and rage: it was her mother who
actually grew the flowers among the veg
etables, who brought beauty and hope
into the household—-and who gave her
daughter her first typewriter. In Alice
Walker’s universe the men are reformed
and forgiven, but it is the women who
provide the momentum of forgiveness.
Their work and their soul pervade her vis
ion of the South. In fact, she believes that
black people in the South are more for
giving than those of the North.
“Women like my mother, who fed,
clothed, and cared for white children,
would watch with great sadness as their
former charges heckled black children on
their way to a recently desegregated
school,” she says. “You’d struggled to
teach them right from wrong, and yet
there they were, behaving like barba
rians, actin’u giy (she grins), “as we
say... Anyhow, it was that spirit of forgive
ness, that capacity to endure without be
coming subhuman, that made me want
to go back to the South in the '60s. I
wanted to see if that spirit was still there.
And it was.”
Six years ago, Alice Walker took that
spirit— manifest in the demanding voices
of The Color Purple's characters— and
settled on the West Coast. Out in the
California countryside, away from the
bustle of the city and the hustle of the
speaking circuit, she went for walks,
swam, and tackled a quilt her mother
(who know lives in retirement in Georgia)
“swore was easy.” And she took dictation
from her characters.
The final scene of the novel, in which
rifts are healed, hurts forgiven, and
peace prevails as the characters sit on
the front porch together, says Walker, is
consonant with her current feeling about
life, even if darker sentiments are never
permanently banished. “Talk about slip
ping and sliding:-earlier in my life I did
power myself oh anger. But now I feel—
and this may go away instantly— a clarity
in myself about what is possible. I don't
feel, for instance, that I have to ask of
anyone else more than I am prepared to
do myself. Just sitting on that porch, wait
ing for whoever is coming, is a major at
tainment for me!”
Though she still supports good
causes, attends rallies, and speaks out
on everything from nuclear weapons to
famine in Ethiopia, she says her greatest
satisfaction now comes from sitting
round a table with a few people, sharing
good food, wine, and inspired conversa
tion. In the words of her artistic mentor,
Zora Neale Hurston: “No, I do not weep
at the world. I am too busy sharpening
my oyster knife.”
Ask Alice Walker about Ronald
Reagan’s America and she shrugs.
“Reagan's just a topical subject, a trans
itory thing. He's not the underlying reality.
He’s a symptom of a disease. But we can
get well. I have confidence in the people
of the world and in their struggle. I think
that when people like Reagan are thrown
up, other people are thrown up too, to
counter them. I think that if we survive at
all, the next four years could be very ex
citing— a great time for loving against the
odds.
“So when people say, what shall we
do about Reagan, you know, I just feel
he’s irrelevant. Personally I ignore him. I
cannot bear to see or hear him.”
In fact, there is so much of the modern
world that fails to impress Alice Walker.
“I think our obsession with high technol
ogy— Star Wars, artificial hearts, and all
that— is very worrying,” she goes on. “I
find the people on television more and
more frightening to look at. They aren't
real. I don't know where they come from,
you know? I want to be with people who
are completely alive. I don’t want to
idealize native cultures—they’ve lost so
much ground through being decimated
by white culture— but I still think we can
learn a lot from them. They don’t have
high technology, but they do have an
ability to listen to what is inner... In our
culture so much is devised to block out
that inner voice. I worry about my daugh
ter sometimes— she’s always got some
thing stuck on her ears, you know?” A
pause. “Of course, the inner voice can
be very scary sometimes. You listen, and
then you go, ’Do whut? I don’t wanna do
that!’ But you still have to pay attention
to it."
Continued on next page

I ask about the vulnerability of that
inner voice to outer pressures— political
aims, for instance. How does she distin
guish between spirituality and ideology?
She is quiet for a moment, rocking on
her porch. “Well I really know now, in a
way that I didn’t know before, that the
spirit cannot be killed,” she says finally.
“The need to worship, to express one’s
gratitude for being alive in this beautiful
world, isn’t going to go away. The capac
ity to worship whatever is wonderful in us
is innate. Revolutions that don’t under
stand that are bound to fail in the long
run. You cannot express this feeling
adequately to a tank, or even to a full
belly, or proper education (though
heaven knows I know the value of those
things). That would be like worshipping
your toe. Or your toenail.”
Is this, I ask, a turn toward religion?
Her mother is a devout Christian whose
religious attitude was no part of the bag
gage her daughter left home with. Have
her feelings changed? “The church
grows wherever it’s needed,” she replies.
“If you need it, like my mother, that’s fine.

But personally I don't go much for or
ganized religion. Organized is exactly
what is is: organized by someone else. If
you are controlled in that way, then you
are in danger of losing your spontaneity."
I put it to her that there might be a
parallel between the structures of religi
ous expression and the structures of ar
tistic expression. I say that while she
could have told The Color Purple spon
taneously to a small group of people sit
ting round a table together, I for one am
glad she organized that spontaneity into
a form that could include more of us.
Again she pauses, swinging back and
forth in her rocking chair. “Perhaps the
church tries to teach us how to feel in the
same way that art tries to teach us how
to see,” she says. “Some people do need
art in order to see. But many of us don’t.
As we grow through life, our understand
ing comes to fit our personal experience.
I really do have confidence in that pro
cess. It’s...organic— yes, that’s the word.
My faith in the organic process keeps me
going.”
It isn’t easy to take issue with Alice

Walker. After our meeting, she sent me
a letter. She wanted to amend an impres
sion she might have given when talking
about the “rape of the earth” perpetuated
by white man's culture. “It isn’t just indi
genous peoples who can offer us good
things to shape the future with,” she
wrote. “We must accept and use and love
what is good from all of us. Each people.
Each gender. Each race. Even each
age...."
Her rhetoric nonetheless has down-toearth repurcussions. She’ll fly thousands
of miles to host a concert for Oxfam, then
give a reading in San Quentin jail. She’ll
use the proceeds of The Color Purple to
launch, in partnership with Robert Allen,
a new publishing venture called Wild
Trees Press in order to present writing
that embodies the qualities they feel are
missing from mainstream culture. As she
shows me their first book, a collection of
short stories by a local writer called J.
California Cooper, she once again be
comes animated and open. She de
scribes the strong folk flavor of Cooper's
style as belonging to the tradition of

Langston Hughes and Zora Neale
Hurston. The next book will be differ
ent— a first novel by a Virginia writer
named Jo Anne Brasil, about a white
teenager coming of age in Boston. The
aim of the press is to publish writers, of
any race, age, or sex, who celebrate the
human values that Walker and Allen hold
dear.
“The other day I read something about
how diamonds come to be,” she tells me
as I am leaving. “Of course I hate the
way they are mined, the exploitation of
the miners, and so on. But I was amazed
by the description.
“Diamonds start out as black coal,
deep in the belly of the earth, being
crushed so you’d have thought they’d be
destroyed. But no. They just get harder
and purer. They become the most pre
cious thing in the world— a diamond.”
Leonie Caldecott is the author of
Women of our Century. This story is
reprinted from New Age, Box 220,
Brighton, MA 02135.
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always hard pressed to gain a single
ounce, put on 25 pounds during my stay.
Calories were high, portions were large,
and heavy on starch and dairy products. I
concluded that patients ate out of
boredom. There was little else to do to
overcome the haze of torpor that is insti
tutional life.
Closely following breakfast, three days
a week, patients gathered for the re
quired exercise program. I never worked
up a sweat in these rudimentary
stretches and arm-leg movements. “This
is absurd,” I’d shout out. For patients
without upper level privileges, this would
be the only exercise they would get.
Only the most chronic of the chronics
escaped the work detail which followed
the exercise session. Floors were mop
ped, bathrooms cleaned, the laundry
room given the once over. Those who
tried to dodge these twice-daily chores
risked level and privilege reductions.
Those progressing up the rungs of the
privlege system usually had other jobs as
well; serving meals, calling out medica
tions, monitoring the noise level on the
ward. Meeting these responsibilities was
taken as a sign that you could function in
the community at large.
Group therapy Started promptly at ten
a.m. Group was the most important part
D ra w in g by Elsa W a rn ic k
of the program. This collection of staff
y charge of menacing carried seven years of jurisdiction under the Psychi
and patients decided your fate in the pro
gram, discussing your transgressions
against ward policies, your relative social
atric Security Review Board. Out one night, I was drunkenly testing my
abilities
knife’s sharpness on the paint of a car; someone came out of the nearby bar and yelled
at and failings, raking your
crimes—past and present— over the
me, whereupon I screamed back, “ Come any closer and I’ll kill you.” With a previous
coals.
mental record, I pleaded insanity and was placed at Oregon State Hospital (OSH).
Among the criminally insane in my
Contrary to what some thinkers have
group, all had some history of psychosis
suggested, I will always testify, based on
rettes, “ snipes” as we called them. Oth
seven years experience as a manic-de
ers, attempting to stretch their meager
pressive, to the existence of something
dollars through the month, smoked ge
called insanity. The line between sanity
nerics. The rest, who had only the allot
and insanity may be hard to draw at
ted state monthly allowance of $25
times, but that an unbalanced mood can
spending money, rolled their own. With
rapidly escalate into unmanageable psy
$250 in monthly disability payments, I
chosis I am sure.
was one of the fortunate ones.
Unfortunately for the patient, most
The dining hall doubled as the smok
mental hospitals are ill-equipped for the
ing lounge. Matches were prohibited on
job of constructive intervention. Useful
the ward, and only patients with upper
treatment is the exception, not the rule.
level privileges were allowed lighters. So
Ward 50E, a ward for the criminally
most of us lit those first smokes of the day
insane at Oregon State Hospital, is a def
on the contraption which looked like an
inite improvement over the anarchy that
electrical outlet and was the official OSH
reigns in most state hospitals. At least
cigarette lighter. Slugging down a cup of
there is some program structure. My first
atrocious OSH decaf (caffeine products
impression of this ward was positive.
were also prohibited because, we were
Though tightly locked, with surveillance
often told, they could bring on or worsen
cameras in place, 50E had plants hang
a psychotic episode), I’d settle into a din
ing from the white walls and both men
ing room chair and watch the other pa
and women strolling the halls. A co-ed,
tients filter in, searching for cigarettes.
medium security ward, one of the few in
One schizophrenic woman who always
the nation, this environment was a wel
held my attention communicated a
come change from the barren, all-male
tough, don’t-mess visage as she singlemaximum security ward from which I had
mindedly pushed her way to the lighter.
been transferred.
Looking the part of a hard-bitten hooker,
As I entered the conference room for
she was crudely and heavily made up
my first briefing, they scrutinized me.
and often had a look of disdain on her
Seated around a table in a tight semi
wig-framed face. After lighting her ciga
circle was the ward M.D., a recreation
rette, she would find a chair and com
therapist, a social worker and my as
mence the crosslegged swaying motion
signed case monitor. I felt on trial again.
with which so many chronics or long time
After a few introductory remarks, the
hospital veterans amuse themselves.
M.D. asked me if I had any questions. I
Seemingly rooted to the spot, the patient
asked about sex. “ How far can one go
rocks slowly in time to the music or some
with a patient?”
internal rhythm, like a metronome; side
Straightening in moral rectitude, the
to side, over and over again in one contin
doctor replied in no uncertain terms:
uous motion; sometimes to the sound of
“ There is to be no taking advantage of
one song, sometimes for hours.
female patients. Any such action will get
One day her mother and sister came to
you shipped back to maximum security.”
visit. They were attractive and well-man
Feeling I had disturbed a sacred cow, I
icured women, in strong contrast to the
hastily concluded the session with a
image their relative presented. Together
goodbye and left the room.
they went into the study, sat down at the
My days began around six a.m., when
raunchy house piano, and played. To my
early morning sun lifted me out of a light
astonishment, they played classical
sleep. I never slept too soundly in the
pieces with real s k ill. . . the schizo
hospital, and felt this was a good sign. I*
phrenic woman keeping up. Somehow, I
refused to crawl between my sheets at
had never thought of mental patients
night, preferring instead to sleep on top
playing Beethoven.
of the covers. I never wanted to concede
Cigarettes were followed by medica
that the hospital was really home, that I
tions, which were served up like cocktails
was getting to used to my circumstances.
four times a day. Patients rushed to be
It was, at best, a psychological battle.
first in line, pushing and shoving in a rare
display of horesplay.
Adjusting to this first hour of the day
Medications were very important.
was difficult, as smoking was prohibited
“ Non-compliance” with the prescribed
until the night curfew ended at 7 a.m.
medication program meant you had little
Fighting these early nicotine cravings,
chance of getting out of the hospital. As a
I’d push away at the minutes in my room
veteran of several hospitalizations and
by plugging into my radio or writing a
the effects of different medications, I
letter. Elsewhere, the night shift, with it’s
gave high marks to the M.D. in charge for
glass-enclosed purview of the ward, was
his conscientious and sympathetic lis
usually engrossed in a game of cribbage.
tening to patients’ complaints about
At OSH, passing time was as much of a
medication side effects.
challenge for staff as it was for patients.
Breakfast followed medications, and a
Tobacco is a very important means of
quick perusal of patients in the food line
communication and exchange on the
revealed that the most pressing nutri
ward. Even the few non-smokers among
tional and physical problem on the ward
us bought cigarettes, which they used to
was obesity. Patients were constantly
barter with other patients for laundry
outgrowing their clothes, as the rolls of
chores, typing, mending and other
institutional fat poured over their belts,
favors. Those with the largest financial
stretched and ripped their pants. Even I,
resources smoked name-brand ciga
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and most were schizophrenic. One mem
ber was a small town cracker-hippie that
had ever seen a black until he arrived at
the state pen on a firearms charge in his
teens. While at the pen he had fallen

I refused, to crawl
between m y sheets
at night, preferring
instead to sleep on
top o f the covers. I
never wanted to
concede that the
hospital w as really
home, that I was
getting too used to
m y circumstances.

By Evan Kaeser

M

under the influence of some fascist cons
and taken to Third Reich, white power
politics. Though I hated his politics, I said
little, as he was big and when incited
made death threats to the staff and pa
tients who got in his way.
Another member was the only black
man on the ward. The father of two kids,
this seemingly gentle man had kid
napped his kids and forced his wife to
have sex in a rage of jealousy and stress.
A Jehovah’s Witness, the man disavowed

Each group member had their personal version
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politics, pre-marital sex, drugs and
swearing. I was drawn to this man and his
constant reiterations of love for his chil
dren—one of whom was deaf and had
dreams of being a boxer.
A raven-haired, part-lndian woman
told a vivid story of a previous hospi
talization. Travelling in England with her
son, she took it upon herself to scale the
walls of the Prince of Wales’ estate and
break a window to make her entrance.
Committed to an English hospital for four
months, she told of monthly parties with
ample punchbowls of wine to relieve the
institutional regimen.
Not all the patients in the group were
serious criminals. There were shop
lifters, window breakers and other misdemeanor.cases as well. Most of these pa
tients
had
some
previous
civil
commitment experience and had now
stepped over the legal line. Each group
member had their own personal version
of their crime, which rarely matched the
official police report staff accepted as
gospel.
It struck me as a bit “ crazy” that so
much staff time was spent going over
minor infractions of ward rules—smok
ing in the wrong room, having too much
money on your person, etc.
During one session, it came to light
that several patients were having clan
destine sex in the linen closet. Staff re
sponded that we patients were responsi
ble for knowing what our neighbor was
doing. My response was that I couldn’t
do anything about what I didn’t know
about. My efforts to influence staff opin
ion was a weary battle that was often
interpreted as a “thinking error,” symp

tomatic of the ever present “ anti-author
ity” complex that was said by some to be
behind all my problems.
I went over their heads at one point with
a petition, signed by three fourths of the
ward, objecting to the policy which sus
pended all patients’ privileges and can
teen use for a week whenever their was
an escape from the ward. When our peti
tion got a response and some directives
for modification of the program manual,
signers of the petition and I were accused
of criminal thinking in the form of a
“ power play.” I later modified my selfstyled patient advocacy, deducing the
error of my ways, and stopped raising
issues.
Newly arrived patients were initially
open with staff about their mental ill
nesses, but quickly became guarded
when they found their attempts to ra
tionalize and make sense of their illness
labelled by staff as “ excuse making” or
“ minimizing.”
The last thing I wanted was to be in the
hospital longer than necessary. That con
viction came to me in a cathartic flash
one night. I was in a manic cycle, hyper
and agitated about a radio documentary I
was working on concerning life in the
hospital. When I looked in my locker for
the high-tech audiodeck that I had pur
chased for the project— it was missing.
Enraged, figuring my redneck roommate
responsible, Itookasw ingathim . Before
I could land a second punch he was past
ing me with a flurry of jabs. I reaized in
the aftermath that such assaultive behav
ior had kept him in the hospital for five
years. Very consciously I made a deci
sion to play ball and get along.

The shortest road out of the hospital
for me meant bending over backwards in
my political beliefs. I remember clearly
how my identification with movie star
Fannie Farmer’s activist politics of the

Ln one frantic
manic effort to
break dow n the
walls and re^
establish relations
w ith the outside, I
ran up a four
hundred dollar
phone bill. Daily, I
w rote letters to
friends, relatives
acquaintances.
forties got me tagged “ anti-social” by my
one-to-one caseworker—a small town
country musician who reminded me of
my “ give it all the gusto” father. Another
staff woman was dead set against pre
marital sex as a way of staying out of
trouble. I stood my ground for a while
with a former high school English
teacher who argued forcibly for psycho
surgery as a remedy for some severe
mental patients. Even though I had seen

the pathetic outcome of lobotomy during
a former hospitalization, I caved in when I
sensed the conversation had passed the
point of discourse and become a ques
tioning of authority—staff were used to
getting their way and had the full weight
of the institutional status-quo behind
them.
Low staff empathy and insight isn’t too
surprising. Though many were ostensi
bly hired as “ security aides,” all staff
were nonetheless pressed into therapeu
tic assignments. Some were painfully
less adept than others at constructive
guidance—not surprising since all you
really have to have is a high school di
ploma to get a job at OSH. Most, like the
ex-cop who cheated at ping pong, tried to
be your buddy as an entrance into broth
erly advice about life and how to live it.
One of the few staff members with for
mal training in psychology was the swing
shift charge aide. Equipped with a real
skill for handling volatile situations like
fights, patient arguments, etc., this aide
seemed competent at everything he did.
Often he would wax me and my ego over
and over again at chess. It was a little
disconcerting until I heard the aide had
over fifty books on chess at home. I imag
ine he has a through library of psychol
ogy readings as well.
One staff member whose entrance into
group always elicited a collective groan
from the patients was the social worker.
Young, with straight blond hair falling
past her waist, she looked like a peace
nik from the sixties. Appearances to the
contrary, the social worker was hardnosed when it came to patients holding
each other accountable and would often

their crime, w hich rarely matched the official police report staff accepted as gospel.
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remark to our group that we “ didn’t really
care what happened to each other as
long as we got group approval for our
next level increase.” There was more
than an element of truth to this re m a rk patients did not want to rock the boat.
Group would finish just as lunch ar
rived. If you were an upper level patient
you went across the street to eat at the
general hospital cafeteria. Here, along
with the others, I caught up on the hospi
tal gossip—who was getting released,
who was getting busted down a level. The
fresh faces were welcome and I felt more
connected to the world at large.
Maintaining that connection was diffi
cult. As time went on, my world shrank.
Initially, I read the daily newspapers and
watched the evening news in an attempt
to keep abreast of world events. Later, I
was content to settle for the Sunday New
York Times to which I had a subscription.
As time passed, I distanced myself from
the other patients on the ward. I tired of
the cascade of problems that issued
forth with every attempt at communica
tion. A general malaise set in, and I be
came ultimately disinterested in the fates
of the other mental patients, feeling I
could hardly put my own head together,
much less someone else’s.
In the afternoon, if the weather was
sympathetic, and if there was enough
staff, we would “ yard out,” a ritual en
joyed by nearly everyone, especially
those without privileges. Usually another
ward in the building joined us, and in all
some 60 staff and patients would cram
into a tight barbed-wire enclosure. Half
the patients toted their own radios, each
of which competed for air space and au
dience in the yard’s grass-covered field.
I'd circulate amongst the patients from
the other ward, here and there recogniz
ing a familiar face from my stay on max
imum security.

Returning to the ward after roll call,
we’d head to our rooms for “ quiet hour,”
a time for reading, chatting with room
mates, exercise, sleep.
■ If nothing else, the hospital stay en
larged my literary horizons. For the first
time I read serious poetry, meaningful
psychology and history, upbeat modern
fiction. Weekly I browsed through the por
table hospital bookrack that came
around for T.S. Eliot, Solzhenitsyn, Up
dike, Malamud. I was to grow in
creasingly reliant upon friends, relatives
and staff for books of interest.
In one frantic manic effort to break
down the walls and reestablish relations
with the outside, I ran up a four hundred
dollar phone bill. Daily I wrote letters to
friends, relatives and acquaintances. I
became a mail order freak, sending out
for books, magazines, clothes, in the de
sire for return mail. Mail, in .any form, was
an event of significance in the hospital
day.
Quiet hour ended with the changing of
the guard. These changes of staff were
markers in my day. I relished even this
limited contact with the outside world.
That is the toughest part of institutional
life—how to give the time meaning. Dur
ing my ten-month stay, I sought to make
the experience as relevant as possible
. . . it was difficult. For most, the mental
hospital in Salem, Oregon is but a dis
guised prison, a place to serve your time
and then leave. Like waiting in a station
for a train that never arrives, there is little
to do except endure the regimen and wait
for release. Unlike the classic film The
King of Hearts, the hospital is not a sanc
tuary of carnival-like activity. Few people
want a return ticket.
Evan Kaeser is a media producer living
in Portland. Elsa Warnick is an. artist
whose home is Portland.
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“ . . .if it was just union vs. non-union, it
wouldn’t be so bad -bu t to bring in out-ofstate people to break the backs o f those who
live here—that’s just wrong.”

ONTHE WATERFRONT
The Southemization
of the

Oregon Workplace
B y P eter D a m m a n n
I n the dawn light of that damp winter morning, scores of angry, unemployed union
workers gathered in clusters at the entrances to the parking areas, brandishing placards
which proclaimed: “ARCO Imports Workers!” , “ Are You Satisfied Just To Have A Job?
So Are Workers in Poland and South Africa!” and “ARCO Unfair to Oregon Workers!”
By six a.m., when the first workers began arriving at the Port of Portland’s Swan Island
industrial complex, the demonstration was already, you might say, in low gear. As the
picketers watched from the sidewalks, a dozen of their colleagues, driving cars three
abreast, circled slowly—very slowly—around the Swan Island access loop. The traffic of
inbound workers soon backed up North Going Street all the way to 1-5, eventually slowing
travel in both directions along the expressway.
During the three mornings they re
peated this scene, the demonstrators
had virtually paralyzed the flow of incom
ing traffic at various points. By the time it
was all over, 18 drivers had been arrested
and their vehicles towed—"The ARCO
18.”
This wildcat action, the largest demon
stration of labor unrest at Swan Island in
more than a decade, had been organized
by the Fair Jobs Committee, a loose-knit
group of unemployed union workers,
most of them from the construction
trades, who were angered by the Atlantic
Richfield Company’s use of out-of-state,
non-union labor in Portland to construct
buildings, drilling rig platforms and other
equipment for the company’s Alaska oil
operations. This $40 million project em
ploying sone 1000 workers during its
peak, is one of the largest projects
landed by the Port in years. And it is the
first significant project in decades under
taken at the Port facilities with non-union
labor.
Early t^is winter, ARCO had awarded
its contractsjor this project to two of the
largest, mpst stridently anti-union con
struction firms in the nation: Brown and
Root, Inc. of’'Houston, Texas, and Daniel
International of Greenville, South Car
olina, both of which -have supplied con
siderable political muscle to open shop
movements in various parts of the
country.
To construction unions, already reeling
from several years of soaring unemploy
ment and shrinking membership, the ar
rival of two firms eager to undercut pre
vailing wage and benefit levels has
ominous implications. “ Bringing in these
two non-union construction companies,”

concedes Earl Kirkland, Executive Sec
retary-Treasurer of the Columbia-Pacific
Building and Construction Trades Coun
cil, “ is a big step toward breaking the
unions.” That ARCO, and its subcontrac
tors, wouldn’t be here without some early
cooperation from the unions, and some
sizeable subsidies from the Port of Port
land, is but one of the ironies of this situa
tion plaguing labor.
“ARCO came in here because Oregon
is an economically depressed area and
they knew they could take advantage of
us,” says Richard Crabtree, an unem
ployed steamfitter and spokesperson for
the Fair Jobs Committee. “But if it was
just union vs/non-union, it wouldn’t be so
bad —every union in this area is fighting
that battle. But to bring in out-of-state
people to break the backs of those who
live here^-people who’ve worked here,
paid taxes and sent their kids Jo schools
here—that’s just wrong.
Just how many of these new jobs are
being held by these “boomers” from out
of state is uncertain A spokesman for
Daniel International swiftly responded to
the February demonstrations with as
surances to the local press that the com
pany would “use as much local labor as
possible” in the project. Port of Portland
spokesperson Darrel Buttice similarly as
sured the press that “90 percent” of the
workforce on the projects would be local.
But by late April, one unemployed
welder named George Smith found these
words pretty hard to believe. Standing in
the drizzle that morning, with a placard
against his shoulder, at the entrance to
the parking area used by Brown and Root
workers, Smith watched another station
wagon, carrying a half dozen hard-hatted
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workers, speed by into the parking lot.
“Texas,” he said, noting the passing li
cense plate. Bundled against the damp
chill in a sheepskin jacket, bluejeans and
cowboy boots. Smith had joined two
dozen others of the Fair Jobs Committee
for their second Swan Island protest
action.
The last three of his 11 years as a
union welder have been hard. Since the
first of the year, he had so far logged just
three weeks’ work. Last year he got in
only eight months’ work, the year before
that, even less. With four kids to support,
his wife had gone back to work for the
first time in 10 years, he said, “and at a
minimum wage job.” As he spoke, a blue
and purple airbrushed van passed: Colo
rado. “These people,” he said flatly, “are
taking our jobs.”

Happy Days
A re Here A gain
The announcement last October that
ARCO would be bringing some $80 mil
lion in new business to Oregon was
greeted with predictable fanfare. Oregon
Senator Mark Hatfield, breaking the
news from his Pioneer Square office,
flanked on either side by oil company and
Port of Portland officials, concluded,
“ Clearly the efforts of Oregon ports are
paying off. When we unite in our efforts
and demonstrate that Oregon is open for
business, we can succeed.”
ARCO, a $25 billion a year company,
planned to use sites in Oregon, Wash
ington and California to construct huge
“ modules” for its Alaska projects. These
modules—a generic term for everything
from multi-story bunk houses and ma
chine shops to drilling rig platforms and
oil-separation facilities—each weigh up
to 2000 tons. After being assembled in
these moderate climates, they’d be sea
lifted to Alaska by barge during the sum
mers of 1985 and 1986.
In addition to the Portland project, two
other sites were selected. In Astoria, con
struction of 35 small drill sites and sup

port facilities for ARCO’s Lisburne oil
fields was slated to bring $23 million in
business and 540 jobs during peak con
struction to that port. In Coos Bay, man
ufacture of equipment for ARCO’s
Kuparek field in Prudhoe Bay brought
the state another $12 million and 260
peak jobs.
In Portland, the unions worked closely
with the Port for more than a year to woo
ARCO. The Port offered the oil company
Swan Island leases at substantially be
low market rate—one of the best deals
the Port’s ever made anyone—and then
threw in $1.5 million in site preparation.
The unions meanwhile agreed to a

now faces National Labor Relations
Board charges.
Though ARCO maintained it had used
its usual, competitive bidding process in
awarding the Oregon contracts, labor
leaders here suspect more than coinci
dence was involved. “ARCO wanted to
cut construction costs so they could
make more money for their stock
holders,” says Trades Council Secretary
Earl Kirkland. “ They decided they
couldn’t cut union construction wages,
so they shopped the bids.” ARCO de
cided beforehand it would go non-union
in Oregon, where high unemployment
rates would greatly ease such a move,

Many of the former breadwinners o f these
families have been out o f work as long as two
years. “When you have unemployment for
that length o f time, it backs you up against
the wall.”
twenty percent slash in the wage scale
and a number of other concessions to
make Portland look attractive. ARCO
spokespeople said the area’s labor situa
tion, as well as the Port’s “ fine facilities”
had won them over. To the unions, hard
hit by Reagan’s recession and yet to cash
in on the touted “ recovery,” the ARCO
bonanza seemed a godsend—a $40 mil
lion project employing a peak workforce
of 1100.
But a strange thing happened after
ARCO put out the contracts to bid. While
in Washington and California union con
struction firms landed the ARCO con
tracts, in Oregon, ARCO awarded the
contracts to non-union, out-of-state firms
at each site. In Coos Bay, KRI Construc
tors, a Texas-based consortium, put to
gether to bid on the projects, subse
quently went to considerable effort to
thwart a unionization attempt there, and

and simply informed its pre-selected con
tractors what the magfc numbers would
have to be.
Brown and Root's winning bid in Port
land was so low, Kirkland says, the com
pany must be losing money on the proj
ect. “ They took that bid for nothing,” he
says, “to get a foothold in the
Northwest.”
Brown and Root established that
“ foothold” in a cavernous, windowless
building along North Channel Avenue in
the Port shipyard complex. According to
one worker there, “ Boyd George,” the
jobsite was disorganized and poorly
managed. "The tool situation was
ridiculous,” he says. “ A whole group of
us would have to use the same jigsaw.”
Safety precautions, including proper
ventilation and face masks for those
working with insulation, were “very
inadequate.”
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An unemployed carpenter, George
had started working there for $10 an
hour. “They asked me to work for $8, but I
refused.” Soon after he began working,
he discovered that the crew of out-ofstate workers who had followed Brown
and Root to Portland were making up to
$13.50 an hour for the same work. “ That
pissed me off at first, until I realized how
little some of the local people on this job
were making. Some of these guys hired
out of the employment offices were get
ting $6 for the same work I was doing. A
lot of them were pretty broke, and would
work for whatever they could get. My first
day at work, I bought lunch for one guy
who didn’t even have enough money for
a sandwich.” The ratio of local to out-ofstate workers, he said, “was maybe
50-50.”

Nuclear Fallout
Brown and Root has built oil refineries,
power plants and other multi-million dol
lar projects across the South. Local out
cries about the company’s non-indigenous labor force and “ ignoble hiring
practices”, are nothing new. In one of the
largest demonstrations, 5000 angry cit
izens in Baton Rouge, Louisiana, turned
out in June, 1982, to protest the com
pany’s use of non-local labor in construc
tion of a Texaco refinery there. (Accord
ing to the Baton Rouge State-Times,
Brown and Root had hired a film crew to
gather footage of the demonstrators—
the company likes to keep track of its
adversaries.)
Some of the most revealing and fright
ening anecdotes about this company
come from its forays in the nuclear indus
try. In 1980, the company was fined
$100,000 by the Nuclear Regulatory
Commission (NRC), the largest penalty
until then levied by that agency, for lax
quality control in construction of the
South Texas Nuclear Plant. Soon there
after, Brown and Root was canned as the
designer of the project. During NRC
hearings, former workers charged that
the company had falsified construction
documents and harassed and wiretap-

LIGHT RAIL MERCHANTS

ped quality control inspectors. “ If they
ever get a license to operate that plant,”
one worker told a CBS television crew,
“ it’s criminal, because it’s structurally un
sound.” A quality control inspector told
the same crew that project inspectors
had “threatened to kill me” if he did his
job too zealously.
Brown and Root’s work on the Co
manche Peak Nuclear Plant in Glen
Rose, Texas left six workers fatally in
jured on the job. It seems safe to say that
the company’s safety procedures are
among the most slipshod in the construc
tion industry. (The Dallas Times Herald
noted that Bechtel, a San Francisco
based union contractor, had but one fa
tality on 20 different nuclear projects dur
ing the same period.)
Brown and Root’s long history is lit
tered with charges of fraud, corruption
and bid-rigging. Founded in the early
1900s by George and Herman Brown
and Dan Root, the company hitched its
17-mule operation onto the pork barrels
of the New Deal, the cold war and Viet
nam to become one of the largest con
struction companies in the world. George
Brown, a close friend and the principal
bankroller of Lyndon Johnson (Oregon
Senator Wayne Morse used to refer to his
Senate colleague as the “ Senator from
Brown and Root” ), parlayed that connec
tion into hundreds of millions in defense
contracts, building military bases for
NATO and the Pentagon in Europe, the
Pacific and Southeast Asia. During the
Vietnam War, the company was one of
four which shared in $1.6 billion of mili
tary construction there. General Ac
counting Office reports of “ missing mil
lions” and other irregularities in Brown
and Root’s contracts did little to slow the
flow of federal mega-bucks into company
coffers.
During the ‘60s and ‘70s, the company
diversified quickly into the booming off
shore oil construction business. In 1979,
the company was fined $1 million, the
largest ever levied by the Federal Trade
Commission, for conspiring in restraint
of trade in construction of oil and gas rigs
in the Gulf of Mexico during that period.

Brown and Root paid out an additional
$14.5 million to plaintiffs in 66 civil suits
which grew out of the same situation.
At the Port of Portland, Brown and
Root is winding down its project. The
completed modules are due to be sea
lifted to Alaska this summer.
But just up North Channel Avenue,
Daniel International is still gearing up for
its project, which at its peak will employ
some 800 workers. In the signs fastened
to the tall chain fence surrounding its 23acre construction site, Daniel Interna

death last year, Fluor Corporation
founder and president Robert Fluor was
a major bankroller of the new right politi
cal movement, and sat on the board of
the conservative Heritage Foundation,
the think tank whose theories became
policy with the election of Ronald
Reagan.
Daniel’s history is also checkered with
labor law violations, charges of bid-rig
ging, fraud and using high ratios of non
local workers on its construction
projects.

The unions agreed to a twenty percent slash in
the wage scale and a number o f other
concessions to make Portland look attractive.
The ARCO bonanza seemed a godsend—a $40
million project employing a peak workforce o f
1100.

tional does not mince words: “ employees
are prohibited from soliciting or distribut
ing literature on company property dur
ing work time. . Security is authorized
to inspect all persons, vehicles, lunch
boxes, packages and bundles at our dis
cretion. Employees who . . . refuse to
searches will be terminated.
Daniel has its own long and interesting
history of anti-unionism. Charles E.
Daniel, who founded the South Carolina
company in 1934, is best known for his
successful efforts to convince Northern
textile industries to ditch the unions by
moving South. Not surprisingly Daniel
made his fortune building mills for the
South’s booming new textile industry.
In 1977, after it was purchased by the
Fluor Corporation, one of the nation’s
largest engineering/construction com
panies, Daniel’s long antipathy towards
organized labor was reaffirmed. Until his

Former Breadwinners
ARCO’s use of non-union contractors
prompted the Northwest Oregon Labor
Council to add the oil company to its “do
not patronize” list this winter. The Fair
Jobs Committee continues to picket se
lected ARCO stations and AM-PM
Markets.
“We’re trying to let the community
know what is going on here,” explains
the committee’s unofficial spokesper
son, Richard Crabtree. “ And we can do
things as a group that unions can’t get
away with under federal labor law. We’re
trying to do this without confrontation, of
the physical type. Believe me, if I wanted
to round up some guys with axe handles
to go bash in some windshields,” he
says, referring to the Swan Island dem
onstrations, “ I would have had no
problem."

Crabtree may talk like a maverick. And
with his busy grey beard, set off by his
closely cropped, nearly shaved hair, he
looks like one too. But sitting in his Port
land home, clad in bluejeans, a plaid
flannel shirt, cowboy boots—his bronze
“ NRA Life-Member” belt buckle gleam
ing like a piece of jewelry—Crabtree in
other ways seems about as solidly allAmerican as they come. Antique china
and crochet work, passed down from
members of his family who settled in
these parts generations earlier, adorn the
counters and table tops of the living and
dining area. A large stereo consul and a
color television with VCR attachment
dominate the living room. Crabtree’s
home, located in one of those pleasant,
solidly middle class Southeast Portland
neighborhoods, seems evidence enough
that this is one part of the country where
a steamfitter, electrician, plumber or
other blue collar worker could earn
enough from his trade to buy a piece of
the American Dream.
Crabtree knows that is changing.
“ I’m one of the fortunate ones,” he
says.” The house is paid for, the kids are
grown and gone. I’d rather be working,
but we can get by pretty well on what my
wife makes.”
“Other guys in the local,” he contin
ues, “ are losing their homes, everything
they have.”
The second and fourth Thursdays of
each month, families of unemployed
union craftsmen begin lining up at the
Shipwrights Hall on North Lombard. By
12:30 p.m. when the doors open, they
are often 400 strong. Within an hour, the
stores of government surplus cheese,
butter and grains—and canned goods
donated by union members still lucky
enough to be holding a steady gig—have
been distributed.
Many of the former breadwinners of
these families have been out of work as
long as two years. Local 48 of the Interna
tional Brotherhood of Electrical Workers,
for example, has a third of its 1400 mem
bers out of work, and that doesn’t include
many who are working only one or two
days a week.

CLUB *

Tropical
Breezes
and
Culinary
Treasures

LIVE
M U S IC
31 Northwest First Avenue - Portland. Oregon
Between Couch and Burnside in Old Town - 223-9919

H A N K ’S F R A N K S
Hours:
11AM-10PM
Closed Sundays

3302 S.E. Division
Portland, Oregon
233-7617

A Hot Dog With Class
BUY ONE CHICAGO HOT DOG &
GET ONE F R E E WITH THIS ADU
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Unemployment ranges up to 60 and 80
percent in other trades here. “ When you
have unemployment for that length of
time,” says Earl Kirkland, “ it backs you
up against the wall.”
And some, like Barbara Walters, come
out fighting. Much of her time these days
she spends coordinating Fair Job Com
mittee activities.
Ten years ago Walters embarked on
what she assumed would be a promising
career as a steamfitter, working as an
apprentice, taking the required two
classes a night for four years to get her
license, all while being a single parent.
By mid-May, she hadn’t worked a day
since the third week of January. She got
in only six months of work last year, five
months the year before that.
“ This is the worse year I can remember
at the union hall,” she says. “ We’ve had
guys who’ve worked on every nuclear
plant on the West Coast, heliarc welders
who worked on the Space Shuttle project
down at Vandenberg Air Force Base in
California. These guys are the best
welders on the Coast. You should see
their work—every bead perfect, like a
work of art.
“And yet they’ve been idle for months,
they can’t get work. Unless they’re will
ing to forget about their pensions, work
without benefits, take huge pay cuts, turn
their back on the union and sign up with
one of these non-union companies.”
As union welders sat idle this winter,
Mount Hood Community College, work
ing with the Port of Portland, the state
employment offices, and the Private In
dustrial Council, was busy training their
replacements. That program, under the
watchful eye of a Brown and Root weld
ing foreman, was ostensibly set up to
help dislocated workers get back in the
job market—it provided Brown and Root
with 14 welders for the ARCO project. As
Barbara Walters sees it, “ My own tax dol
lars are helping to make it possible.”
ARCO’s contractors might soon have
to stop using unskilled non-union elec
trical workers on its Oregon projects,
however. In an opinion issued in April,
State
Attorney
General
David

Frohnmayer said that the modules con
structed here are subject to the state’s
electrical codes. The opinion means,
among other things, that ARCO would
have to use a higher ratio of licensed
electricians on these projects than it has
so far. And that means using more union
labor, since few licensed electricians in
this state are not union members. ARCO,
in turn, threatened to take future module
contracts to Washington or California,
which exempt module construction from
their building codes, unless Oregon’s law
is changed.

I t ’s Union-Bustin’ Time
■ n Coos Bay, ARCO awarded a $10 million contract to construct 39 methane modules—
part of a backup safety system for oil-pumping operations in Alaska's frigid North
Slope—to a non-union, Houston. Texas-based firm called KRI Constructors Inc.
Last October 19, soon after the firm began work at the Coos Bay site, Plumbers and
Pipefitters Local 51 filed petitions for a union election. The election, held in February,
proved a landslide for the company: of 82 eligible to vote in the election, 66 voted against
the union. These results were hardly surprising, however, giver?the efforts the company
made to thwart the union drive.
Soon after the union petitions were filed last fall, the company began evaluating its
workforce, employee by employee, firing any with suspected union sympathies. A
National Labor Relations Board (NRLB) inquiry and a civil lawsuit ensued. The company
had allegedly “ engaged in surveillance of employees and their union activities to
determine their union sympathies.” In late October, the company fired 42 workers “ either
because they were suspected union supporters or because they were non-union employ
ees selected to cover up the discriminatory motive behind the layoffs,” according to court
documents. After the layoffs, the company upped its wage rate and offered travel
bonuses to entice Southern workers to the Coos Bay site. One local resident stated,
“ That’s when Texas plates started showing up all over town.”
The company's actions might not have come to light had not its construction super
visor, Travis Ballard, filed a $3.5 million suit against KRI for firing him this spring. Ballard '
alleged that he was fired in part because he had told company superiors that if called to
testify before the NLRB, he would testify truthfully. Late in April, only days before Ballard
was to give his deposition, KRI settled with him for an undisclosed sum.
However, largely based on his testimony, the NLRB has filed complaints of unfair labor
practices against the company, and hearings are set for late in June. Such action by the
NLRfe is becoming pretty rare in the second term of the Reagan presidency. But as
plumbers union business agent Charles^Morgan put it, “ you have to understand there
was some pretty outrageous conduct here."

BREITENBUSH ^ H X
HOTSPRINGS

RETREAT

The most bitter irony in this struggle is
that the Port used tax dollars to entice
ARCO and its contractors. At a packed
hearing in early April, Steamfitters Local
235 Business Agent Wally Mehrens
asked the Port commissioners point
blank, how they could “ encourage, actu
ally subsidize in a roundabout way, these
types of contractors. ” With perhaps a de
cade worth of module projects from other
oil companies still looming on the hori
zon, the question has long-range
implications.
Bill Fast, a sympathetic Port Commis

sioner, explained that though ARCO had
given the Port verbal assurances it would
use local labor in its projects, “the ar
rangements with the subcontractors is
between ARCO and the subcontractors.
We would rather have local people do the
work. But with the bidding process and
everything else, our hands are pretty well
tied.”
Earl Kirkland doesn’t buy that explana
tion. “The commissioners in Seattle and
Tacoma had leaned harder on ARCO to
go with local union companies. We ob
viously didn’t get that kind of cooperation
down here.”
The unions got no more cooperation
later in May when Lockport Marine Com
pany, an open-shop subsidiary of Lock
heed Corporation, asked the Port for a
work agreement and lease on shop
space on Swan Island, in order to bid on
Navy construction work. Union members
strenuously objected, arguing that the
company would drive down area wages,
and might prove fatal to the Port’s unionizejd ship repair tenants.
The Port needs about $90 million a
year more in contracts to break even. The
commissioners approved Lockport’s pro
posal to bring in this badly needed reve
nue. Union members saw the 5-3 vote as
another large step toward an open shop.
Maintaining a stable, local workforce
should be a key concern of future efforts
by labor, the Port and other government
bodies. No one would like to see a reprise
of the violent ‘30s labor demonstrations.
But even more ominous is the arrival of
this “ Sduthernization,” .the open shop,
which will ultimately undermine the in
come levels of us all.
“ People should understand,” said
George Smith on the Swan Island picket
line, “ that we are only the first line of
defense. If we lose here, everybody else
in this region, whether they know it or not,
are going down with us.
Peter Dammann is a free-lance writer
living in Portland who has contributed
to In These Times, The Progressive
and Willamette Week.

COMMUNITY^
CONFERENCE

CENTER

RETREATS Sum m er is the perfect tim e to be in the m ountains. Walk
on trails through cam p surrounded by the roar o f the river, the sound of
wind in tall trees and the sweet smell o f fir. The gong sum m ons you to meals
in the old lodge and hot mineral waters invite you to relax.
CONFERENCES We schedule workshops and conferences on a wide
variety o f subjects. Write to us for a complete calendar or to arrange a group
event.
HIKING Trails to the Breitenbush Gorge, lakes, ridges and the Mt. Jeffer
son Wilderness are easily accessible from Breitenbush.

$25/person/weekday, $30/person/day on weekends include

cabin accommodations
meals
hot springs

rustic, geothermally heated
delicious, wholesome vegetarian
hot tubs, steam sauna, natural
mineral pools

$145 weekly rate. Special rates: children, seniors, large families

Reservations, please
Breitenbush Community, Box 578, Detroit, OR 97342
(503) 854-3501 (854-3715 message)
Breitenbush is 60 miles east of Salem off Hiway 22. Or follow the Clackamas River through Estacada.
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"A WEEK'S VACATION
IN 60 MINUTES''
Everett’s Flotation Tanks
Floatation/lsolation Tanks. Relax more deeply than you ever imagined.
Enjoy darkness, silence, and a weight-less feeling.

IN TR O D U C TO R Y OFFER
2 FLOATS FOR THE PRICE O F 1
Common Ground

I

2917 NE Everett
Portland, OR 97232

w ith this coupon.
(5 0 3 ) 2 3 4 - 0 0 5 0
by appointment

I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I

YOU
TOO
CAN (STILL) JOIN
THE
CLINTON 500!
F o r the fifth year running, the Clinton St. Quarterly has received
multiple awards in the regional competition staged by the Society
of Professional Journalists. They include Isaac Shamsud-Din’s first
prize in the Illustration category, a category in which we’ve placed
first each of those five years and won 13 of the 15 top prizes. We
received another first prize in the Environmental Reporting cate
gory for Melissa Laird’s report on the nuclear waste repository at
Hanford. And David Milholland, CSQ co-editor, received first place
in the Editorial category.
Over the years we’ve won multiple awards in the Arts and Criti
cism, Education, Government, Minority Affairs, Investigative Re
porting, Comprehensive Coverage, Humorous Writing, Sports, Per
sonalities and Business News categories, 37 in all. That’s nearly
two per issue. We work hard to bring you a paper of substance that
both stimulates and amuses. We’re proud of the issue you have in
your hands.

THIS YEAR’S WINNERS:
Isaac Shamsud-Din, first in Illustrating
Susan Gofstein, second in Illustrating
Melissa Laird, first in Environmental Reporting
David Milholland, first in Editorials
John Callahan, second in Minority Affairs
Katherine Dunn, second in Arts and Criticism
Musicmaster, second in Humorous Writing
Lynn Darroch, third in Government Reporting

Late last year, we announced the creation of the Clinton 500, a
distinguished group of individuals and organizations which would
support our efforts by pledging $100 each. The response to date
has been most gratifying. But we are still short of our goal.
Support has been received from writers and publishers, elected
officials, small businesses, but most importantly, from dozens of
individuals, many of whom had never given $100 to any non-profit
organization in their lives. Some wrote out a check for $100 and
sent it off; others are paying it off in chunks. Either way is much
appreciated.
We ask you to consider pledging toward our sustained growth.
Your donation is tax deductible. Because we take controversial
positions and hew to no party line, we cannot depend on massive
financing from the powers that be. We need the support of our
readers, extraordinary people like yourself.
Members of the Clinton 500 automatically receive lifetime sub
scriptions. Don’t delay in helping us make publishing history. And
thanks for your support.

“It'll be a cold day at the North Pole
before I subscribe to the

Clinton St. Quarterly!”

The Clinton 500 Pledge
I want to be a member of the Clinton 5 0 0 .1 pledge to contribute
$100.

Name

□

Addrest
Contact me to talk further about this

Phone
state

Pleasereturn toClinton St. Quarterly, Box 3588, Portland, OR 97208. Thank you.

And yet this unretouched photograph, sent through the mail by government courier, is
proof positive that Mr. McGee did ju s t that!
Perhaps it was a change o f heart or the impinging dread o f months without sun that
drove this retired A ir Force colonel into the arms o f the West Coast’s premiere journal o f
political commentary, humor, fiction, features, and ultra snappy graphics.
, But ever since that fateful moment when Mr. McGee put a chilled pen to paper, his
mailbox has been ju s t a wee b it warmer.
Of course you don't have to live in faraw ay places to subscribe to the CSQ. The fact is,
anyone can do it. So i f you've ever thought that you'd like to see the CSQ at your door
instead o f having to chase it down, consider filling out the handy subscription form below.
And while you're at it, how about sending a subscription to a friend? Maybe someone
down the street. Or maybe someone in a far-away place.

I Subscription for you
1

For a Friend?

| Name

Name

1
| A ddress

1

A ddress
(We’ll sen d them a card sayin g the
Thoughtful Friend is you.)

Send only S6 for first subscription, $5 for each additional on e to:

The C linton St. Q uarterly
Said Mike McGee o f North Pole, Alaska

P.O. Box 3 588
Portland, OR 9 7 2 0 8

1520 Western Avenue
Seattle, WA 98101
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John Callahan is a nationally pub
lished cartoonist living in Portland.

YOU,
D O W N T O W N PORTLAND
&
THE BROADWAY REVUE
— a "savorable" combination—
On the comer o f Broadway and Jefferson, The Broadway
Revue Restaurant and Bar is waiting to "perform" for you.
W e want to be a complement to your evening Downtown,
by creating a pleasurable & memorable dining experience.
A llow us to entice you with a sample o f our "Summer Fare"

2924 E. BURNSIDE • PORTLAND O R EG O N • 232-9022
LUNCH • DINNER • SUNDAY BRUNCH • AFTERNOON TEA

French Lasagne
Layers of chicken, pasta, creme sauce, parmesan
& sauteed vegetables • $ 7 .5 0

Stuffed Cornish Game Hen
W hole Hen filled w/spiced croutons, italian saus
age & vegetables • Mornay sauce • $ 8 .9 5

DOMESTIC MARIJUANA JOURNAL

BROADWAYREVUE
RESTAURANT

LUNCH 11-2

& DESSERT

LITE DINNERS 2-2

BAR

WORLD MUSIC ALL YEAR'ROUND
PORTLAND'S FOLK CLUB

DINNER 5-10
Stop by for Lunch

Superb After-Theater Lite Dinners & Desserts
Served til 2 AM

1 2 3 9

SW

BRO ADW AY
227-3883

Homemade Soup,
Hearty Sandwiches and Salad

SINSEMILLA TIPS magazine is recognized as THE
trade journal of the domestic marijuana indus
try.
Since 1980, each 48 page quarterly issue
has been filled with articles by experts such as
Ed Rosenthal and Robert Clarke along with anony
mous articles from out in the field. Reports on
developments in marijuana politics are also
included.
To subscribe, send $12.00 for 1 year
(4 issues) and you will also receive one free
back issue!
Sent in scaled brown envelope. We
don’t sell, rent or give away our mailing list.
We respect and protect your privacy!
NEW MOON PUBLISHING,
POB 2046,
97339 OR PHONE: 503-757-2532.

CORVALLIS,

OR.

M r/M s

Served from Midday 'til M idnight

LARGE SELECTION OF IMPORTS
727 E. BURNSIDE — 236-6900

Street

A pt No.

City/State/Zip
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mountain Song"
RESTAURANT

NaturaJy Jin e
Country (Dining

North Cascades Highway
Milepost 106 Marblemount, W a(206) 873-2461

guest Suites

M W
f

Overnight Accommodations
• 13 SUITES
FURNISHED IN OLD VICTORIAN STYLING
• PHONE & COLOR TV IN ALL SUITES
• CONTINENTAL BREAKFAST
• EACH SUITE
COMPLETE WITH
KITCHEN & BATH.
• CHILDREN ACCEPTED.
• ALL MAJOR CREDIT
CARDS ACCEPTED

(206) 385-6122
714 WASHINGTON AT QUINCY
PORT TO W N SEND , WA

^ a lf 5hdl ^R^aurant
In the historic Lewis Building • 630 Water Street
Lunch llam -3pm
Dinner Wed-Mon 5pm -llpm
Appetizers till Midnight

EMPTY BOWL

Continental Cuisine
Unique, Relaxing Atmosphere
LIVE DINNER MUSIC EVERY NIGHT
Private Parties
BED & BREAKFAST AVAILABLE
(206) 385-5954

T H E RAI N SH ADOW

‘A Pleasure you will repeat.
PORT TOWNSEND, WA

by Mike O’Connor

Mike O’Connor uses images “bright as newly sharpened axes” to evoke the life of treeplanters, hand
loggers, truck-drivers and trail-hands who work on the edge of wilderness in the Pacific Northwest.
The poems are meditations, work-songs and narratives; vernacular deeply rooted in place, reverent
towards the natural order as revealed in forested watersheds.
104 pp. 6 x 9 ”, handsewn, $6.95 ISBN 0-912887-03-6

O X H E R D I N G P I C T U R ES & V ERSES

translated by Red Pine

Ten poems, their accompanying drawing and parallel Chinese text attributed to P’u Ming in 1609. They
narrate the progress of a herdsboy and his ox, and form an allegory for the young Chinese monk
training his passions until they disappear and he is free.
28 pp. ink drawings, 5: i -> ■8' i". handsewn. $5 ISNB 0-912887-02-8

D R EA M S OF T H E H AN D

by Susan Goldwitz

This quiet precise collection of poems is Susan Goldwitz’s first book. The direct connection of places
Northeast and Northwest, has accomplished appealingly smooth transitions of time and detail. Her
fondness for friends and for the mythic and literary figures she draws upon, make this a tender gift to
her readers.
67 pp. 6 x 9 ", $6 ISBN 0-912887-12-5

FROM T EM PLE W ALLS:
T he C olle c t e d Poe m s of
Big Shie ld & Pic k up
translated by Red Pine
Poems in English with facing Chinese text
by two Buddhist monks who wrote during on
the second half of the 8th century in China.
Printed on hand-made paper with Chinese
string binding.
46 pp. ink drawings, 5% x8'/4”, handsewn,
$6 ISNB 0-912887-10-9

Poems I W W

Jody Aliesan

FROM T B M M .H WALLS
m t u u KC r m r o r MS OI
BIG M i l a n 1 % ™ ’
<♦
S:

*

H ERE AM ON G T H E
S A C R I F I C ED by Finn Wilcox,
photographs by Steve R. Johnson
"With a finely proportioned blend of poetry
and prose, Finn Wilcox illuminates the ro
mance and reality of America's hobos. Mig
rant ghosts of the freightyards, free spirits,
shattered spirits, indomitable and damned,
still rattling thorugh the cold boxcar night.”
Jim Dodge, author of FUP
72pp. b w photos, 6 x 9”, smyth sewn, $7.50
ISNB 0-912887-06-0

DESI RE

by Jody Aliesan

Jody Aliesan’s third book of poems, a collec
tion spanning 1978-1982, continues to
explore her concern for the survival of the
planet in the nuclear age and displays with
gentle humor her passion for life, which "al
lows and accepts mystery.” A Braille edition
is available at the Washington Library for the
Blind and Physically Handicapped.
80 pp. full color cover by Linda Okazaki,
6x.9", $7
ISBN 0-912887-11-7

A Complete List of Titles available

EMPTY BOWL 4 PO Box 646, PORT TOWNSEND, WA 9836
48
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Going In With The Guerrillas
Stress. Forget the vitamins since gon'll give them all away the day you arrive. Don't worry
about making friends: everyone wants to talk to American writers. Just because some of the
guerrillas will hate you viciously, physically, doesn't mean you should take it personally. Go
in with the RN or the ERP but not the EPL (as they're likely to slit your throat). Get your
initials straight. Don't bring a sleeping bag. a tent, or anything green to wear because such
items suggest that you are planning to do what you are planning to do which might cause
the government soldiers might kill you. Remember: the mountains are cold during the winter.
Remember: the mountains are cold during the summer. If you hear a helicopter, hit the
dirt. When you return from the mountains wear a short-sleeved shirt because soldiers
always check to see if elbows are scratched as a result of repeatedly hitting the dirt. If you're
picked up by the soldiers hand out cigars and invite the boys for a cup of coffee. Keep your
passport and credentials on a chain around your neck. Never remove the chain. If you're
picked up by the'soldiers ask to see their commanding officer and tell him whatever he
wants to know. Get immunized. Get your teeth fixed. Get a haircut. Obtain survival lips
from former Green Berets but not from ooga-booga hippie types. (Real guerrillas don't eat
snakes.) If you're picked up by the soldiers imply, through artful hints and nods, that you
work for the C.LA. When you return from the mountains go directly to the airport and
stay there. If the soldiers try to drag you off a plane, cause a ruckus so as to attract the
attention of nearby reporters (if any). Memorize a certain California telephone number: it
may come in handy if you're in a fam. Remember: no matter how prepared you are you'll
never be prepared. If, for some reason, you're hung up in San Salvador or Tegucigalpa,
wear a Rolex watch and act like a rich American who's there to fuck around. Go for no more
than a week. Go for no more than a month. Go for three months. Go for a year. Don't go.
Go because if you don't, you'll regret it. (Besides it will look great on your resume.) Think
about this: the first time you go in, you'll get five or ten people killed. The next time you'll
get three or four. Maybe the third time you'll know what you are doing, but you'll never
know why you're doing it. Think about this: you're not so important: one person can't save
the world. Don't go because of gut wounds, ball wounds and terror. Go to embrace the terror.
Go during the rainy season because most of the fighting takes place during the dry season.
Go during the dry season so as to avoid the rains. Go because when Katherine said she was
really thinking of you, she was actually thinking of somebody else. Go to prove a fewpoints.

If youenter

the heart of evil you'll transcend it. If you enter the evil you'll
become it. Go to internalize the pain which, at present, is external because you're not there.
Go to touch the war. Go to touch yourself. Go because if you believe in the power of words to
persuade, you have no choice but to view yourself as a bloodhungry thrillseeker. Go because
you're a bloodhungry thrillseeker.

Figure ona

By Robert Ellis Gordon
Linocut by Jack McLarty

Ifyouare,

by any chance, considering the possibility of going, as a guest of the
guerrillas, into rebel-held territory in El Salvador, and you speak to others w>.o have been
there, this is what you will hear: get used to walking thirty or forty miles at a stretch. Quit
smoking. Don't quit smoking because cigarettes ward off hunger and are easier to come by.
in Morazdn, than food. Read everything availiable on the causes of and cures for amoebic
dysentery. Don't bother because there's no way to avoid it. Don't drink the water and above
all avoid dehydration. Take a gun. Don't. Bring along massive doses of vitamins C and B-

LAW FIRM OF

SANDERS. DIXON, NICHOLLS,
SIEGEL & FRIEDMAN
D o n 't F ig h t th e
System A lo n e
Major or minor personal injury claims evaluated by our trial attorneys. Have
the advantage of a skilled counselor to assist you in obtaining the fair settlement
you deserve. No charge fo r initial consultation. Attorneys' fees based on a percen
tage of recovery.

1020 S.W. TAYLOR STREET • SUITE 430
PORTLAND, OR 97205 • (503) 242-1440

one in twenty chance of getting killed. Don't figure on getting
killed, because if you do. you will. You'll find that combat is addictive. You'll find that 90
percent of your lime is spent waiting around. You'll know the meaning of terror within your
first month/week/day. Don't bring any books, and if you must, take an airport novel or The
Bible. If you study Spanish in Cuernavaca keep your politics to yourself because the place
is loaded with spooks. If you go through Tegucigalpa keep your politics to yourself because
the place is loaded with spooks. Also soldiers of fortune and other assorted loonies and
freaks, including every would-be John Wayne who ever dreamed of getting laid in a war.
(You aren't by any chance one of them?) Get used to eating tortillas and beans. Get used to
eating nothing. Bring anti-fungal foot powder and don't fall in love. Trust someone, suspect
everyone and pray that your unit doesn't skirmish with the Salvadoran Army's Atlacatl
Bridage, because when the Atlacatl goes bananas, everything in its path dies.

Robert Ellis Gordon is a writer with roots in Port Townsend who lives in Seattle.
Jack McLarty is an artist whose home is Portland.
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A Letter From

Story and
Photos by

NICHOLAS
BLAIR

n November 23, 1984,1 left San

O

Francisco to jo in a small film
crew in New York. We flew to
gether to Africa to film the droughtstricken countries o f Ethiopia,
Somalia a n d Sudan fo r the relief
agency CARE. Our crew consisted o f
Cynthia Citron, producer and direc
tor o f communications fo r CARE,
Russ Pariseau, director and cam
eraman, J e ff Wayman, cameraman
and assistant, a n d myself, sound
man a n d still photographer. Our as
signment was to document the fa m 
ine relief effort in order to create TV
spots a nd longer fundraising films.
The objective as it was explained to
us was to film the indomitable spirit
was an obstacle. It took us a week to
o f hum anity tested in those extremely
obtain our visas and the permits needed
desperate conditions. Thirty million
to film in the drought-stricken areas. In
the meantime I was able to get a sense of
people in Africa fa ce starvation and
the capitol, Addis Ababa.
depend on international assistance
I have travelled in Asia and Latin Amer
ica. Ethiopia is by far the poorest country
fo r their survival.
Our first scheduled stop was Somalia.
But both planes of the Somali airlines
were inoperable. One had been hijacked
the day before, and the other had been
hit by a catering truck. Thus we had to
reroute via Cairo to Addis Ababa, Ethi
opia, a country most difficult to enter.
Most film crews have been denied visasone reason why so little attention was
given to the Ethiopian famine until the fall
of 1984. We had no visas, but luckily
Cynthia Citron had lived in Ethiopia, and
was able to use her connections to get us
into the country. But the bureaucracy
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I have seen. Shopping at a “ super
market” for provisions, I found the
shelves stocked with canned pear halves
and laundry detergent. Although they de
clined frisking me, all other patrons were
searched as they left the store. The tradi
tional market wasn’t much better. It
looked very poor, with mostly chilis,
spices, garlic and a few vegetables wilt
ing in the sun.
In the middle of poverty-stricken areas,
young street kids would approach me
speaking very good English. Others, a
little older, often asked me about univer
sities in the States where they hoped to

enroll through the American Embassy.
(Throughout my travels in Africa I met
many students who wanted me to spon
sor their studies in the U.S.) The Ethio
pians seemed very intelligent, beautifully
featured and holding up extremely well
under their misfortune.
When we finally received our permits,
we travelled first to Gondar, a city near
Lake Tana, a watershed area at the head
waters of the Blue Nile. Gondar appears
to be a medieval city with a twelfth-cen
tury castle, many thatched roof stone
dwellings, and horse carts for transporta
tion. We flew there aboard a British Air
Force mercy flight loaded with grain.
From the air the mountainous coun
tryside was the color of dust. The river
beds were bone dry and there was not a
living thing to be seen. Yet we could
make out small villages and clusters of
huts perched on the tops and sides of

mountains, without, apparently, any
roads leading to them. It was beyond me
how food could be grown and people sur
vive in that Godforsaken land.
After spending a night in Gondar, we
flew with the governor and other local
dignitaries in a Russian helicopter to tour
the surroundings. Our first stop was a
small makeshift camp of 5,000 people.
These people received a minimum of ra
tions and they had only enough grain to
last them a few days in their storehouse.
The camp was on dry, hard sloping
ground at an altitude of 5,000 feet. Food
is their major concern, but it is painful to
imagine what it is like to spend night after
night outside without blankets when the
temperature dips to 40° (fahrenheit). For
shelter, families (many of whom had
walked for days without food or water to
arrive) slept in teepee-like structures
made of branches and dried grass.

These six-foot-high huts littered the hill
sides, and although small, kept out the
wind and provided shade from the
scorching sun. The people were ex
tremely thin and in a pitiable condition.
Some had discharges from colds oozing
from their eyes and infections on their
emaciated bodies. Flies were every
where.
Before I left the States I saw the BBC
film that shocked the world with its un
imaginable images of starvation in Ethi
opia. These images stuck in my mind,
and now, at this first camp, they came
alive; suffering eyes staring right into
mine.
We interviewed one woman who could
barely move and huddled with her child
under a skimpy rag blanket in the hot
sun. The child looked about two months
but turned out to be two years. His cheek
bones protruded from his gaunt face as

he lay there by his mother’s shrivelled
breasts, flies walking all over his lips and
eyes. She said, in an almost inaudible
whisper of a voice, that they had walked
for two weeks to get to the camp and had
been there for almost two months. Her
neighbors told us that she had not been
able to get up for the last five days. After
we talked, two men carried them off on a
stretcher for medical attention. There
was a poorly equipped medical hut, and
a hut for the feeding of mothers and chil
dren, but it was hard for them to get there
in their weakened condition. All I could
think of when I looked at these people
were the images of liberated concentra
tion camp survivors from World War II.
But these people’s liberation had not yet
come.
Later we flew to a large village where
relief workers were desperately trying to
keep the villagers from leaving. Once

people leave their villages, it becomes
doubly hard for them to return and grow
crops again when the rains start. If relief
supplies can be brought to the villages
and wells dug to provide water, they can
continue to work and prepare the ground
for eventual planting. Here relief workers
and villagers were valiantly trying to plant
seedlings grown in a small nursery fed
with water from a recently dug well. For
estation is a long-term method for pre
venting soil erosion. Trees keep moisture
in the ground and provide shade, lumber
and firewood. Workers and villagers also
cultivated a vegetable garden to aug
ment their meager relief rations. The gar
den looked pitifully small compared to
the number of people it had to feed. And
while we were there, drought victims con
tinued to arrive.
We also wanted to film positive aspects
of Ethiopia. We spent two days filming in

and around Gondar, an area rich in re
ligious culture and not too severely af
fected by the drought. This area, like the
rest of Ethiopia, is predominantly Coptic
Christian, but there also existed (until
their recent evacuation to Israel) a sub
stantial number of Felasha Jews and
Muslims. We filmed a Christian cere
mony in an ancient stone church pro
tected by a circular stone wall. We simi
larly filmed at two Felasha villages. The
villages seemed unchanged since the
days of Moses. In one village, among the
dirt-floored wattle houses, the syn
agogue was distinguishable by a Star of
David on the roof. Inside we filmed and
recorded children singing songs that
would be familiar to Hebrew schoolers
anywhere, and a rabbi reading and
chanting from a Bible that looked hun
dreds of years old. These people were
very poor but very friendly. It was fas-
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cinating that even in their povertystricken state they could still study and
learn Hebrew, carrying on a 5,000-yearold tradition.
We returned to Addis Ababa to fly to
Alamata, a town devastated by famine in
Central Ethiopia. Alamata and nearby
Korem have been inundated by more
than 50,000 refugees from northern
drought areas. Starving people were
everywhere. I saw one teenage girl led
from a hut by what looked like her grand
mother. She couldn’t walk without being
held upright, and when they pulled up
her shirt she looked like a skeleton.
There was barely a human being left in
that skin, yet I could see that she had
once been a beautiful girl. Her eyes
showed her helplessness and months of
suffering. Her grandmother kept making
motions of putting a syringe in her arm,
apparently knowing that only intravenous
feeding could save her. I felt terribly help
less. The next day I went back to find
them but they were gone.
Some of the other villagers looked
stronger. These people, I concluded,
could walk to the nearby feeding centers,
four miles away, for a daily meal. Those
who could not were doomed to starve to
death.
The main street of Alamata was
crowded with displaced persons, some
walking and others being loaded onto
flatbed trucks. People were saying good
bye to their families and friends as the
trucks were loaded and driven off. We
tried to film this tragic scene but were
stopped by local authorities, so we drove
off toward Korem camp twelve kilometers
away. On the way I stopped to film the
convoys. I presume they were being
taken to resettle in more fertile areas, a
controversial government program.
In Korem, camp dwellings stretched as
far as the eye could see. There was one
area of teepee-shaped huts. Another
was composed of large sheets of black
plastic suspended over two-feet-deep,
ten-feet square holes, making tents for
large families who spend their nights
huddling on the dirt floors. Still another
area was comprised of army tents. Five
doctors from a French group called Doc
tors Without Borders lived in quonset-like
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huts in the camp’s center and cared for
the entire population of 28,000. Many
new arrivals, judged to be too sick and
starved, could only be left to die. A doctor
said that twenty to forty people died daily.
In one of the medical huts hundreds of
people were sitting, lying and writhing on
the ground as they desperately waited
for medical attention. Areas were set up
to weigh and care for children, who al
ways received priority treatment, and in
some cases food five times a day. Eating
small amounts, many times a day, is the

Originally the United
States was hesitant to
provide relief to
Ethiopia because it was
communist. Yet it is
doubtful the starving
people have ever heard
o f Marxism or
capitalism. Politics
should not interfere
with saving human life.
only way starving children can eat with
out getting sick.
The camp was constantly in danger of
running out of supplies. When we were
there,, only five days of food was left.
Women could be heard wailing as they
moved through the camp.
The next morning we awoke before
dawn to film the stream of people walking
barefoot through the morning chill to re
ceive a meager meal. As we got close to
the feeding centers we were stopped
from filming by officials who felt we would
interfere with their program. It can be
very difficult to control mobs of starving
people waiting to be fed.
A few days later we flew to Somalia.
Neighbor to Ethiopia, it has a very differ
ent flavor, although it is also extremely

poor. Camels can be seen throughout the
country which stretches along the gulf of
Aden on the Indian Ocean. It is populated
by Muslims, most of whom are nomadic
herdsmen. They are beautiful people; tall
slender and elegant. The women wear
strikingly bright colored fabric.
Their problems are different than the
Ethiopians. In addition to suffering from
drought, large numbers of refugees inun
dated their country after the Ogaden War
in the late 1970s. At present about
750,000 refugees live in Somalia, whose
normal population is four million.
The Somali camps were older and had
better housing than those in Ethiopia,
and in one case even a school. The peo
ple looked healthy and well fed. I was told
that other areas are worse. The big prob
lem is that the Somali government can
not let these people integrate into their
society due to both their high numbers
and the weakness of the Somali econ
omy. So they are destined to live in semi
permanent camps until a solution can be
reached or they can return to Ethiopia.
This is certainly not a utopian way of
life. Although the people receive enough
to keep from starving, they complain of
the lack of meat, of which their diet con
sisted previously, anjl work. They also
dislike the sorghum-fortified cereals,
which may be healthy, but after five years
taste repulsive.
In this community, CARE set up a for
estation project. Refugees are paid to
work in the nurseries, planting, watering
and pruning, until the seedlings are large
enough to be planted by the thousands.
Somalia is a great example of how re
lief efforts can be properly managed, but
it does not solve the problem of what to
do with the refugees. As with all dis
placed persons, they cannot just be fed.
They need a permanent home and help
to develop water and forestation proj
ects, the antecedents to sustainable
agriculture.
The last week of our trip was spent in
Sudan, once considered the bread
basket of Africa. But because of drought
and the influx of refugees from neighbor
ing Ethiopia and Chad, this country is
now in terrible shape. We went to El
Obeid, a town a few hundred miles west

of Sudan’s capitol, Khartoum. One of the
programs for refugees there is the pro
duction of fuel-efficient stoves, essential
because wood is so hard to find in the
sub-Sahara, drought or no drought. A
small cottage industry was set up to
make these stoves from recycled 100 gallong drums and an inner lining of molded
clay. They are now selling well in the local
markets.
The camp at El Obeid was built on soft
sand with occasional scraggly trees.
Over 78,000 people congregated here to
escape certain death. For protection
from scorching sun, sand storms and
cold desert night?, they built odd con
structions of branches, rags and
blankets around the scrubby trees.
These makeshift shelters were the worst I
had seen on the trip.
Food was distributed to families to be
cooked, and outdoor kitchens were set
up to provide additional feeding for preg
nant and lactating mothers and their chil
dren. While we were filming at one out
door kitchen, a shrill cry went up nearby.
We rushed over to find-a newly born baby
boy. The baby looked healthy and the
mother looked happy. A birth can be a
positive event even in a disaster zone.
Perfume was sprinkled on everyone
within reach, as is the custom, and there
was a genuine feeling of joy.
The biggest tragedy is the children.
Although an adult’s body and brain can
be severely starved and later recover to
its full capacity, a child’s cannot. Children
continue to starve every day.
The final question must be asked:
what is the cause of this disaster? It is
true that the countries of the sub-Sahara,
and Ethiopia in particular, suffered from a
shortage of rain over the last decade, and
severe drought conditions for the last
three years. The earth they plow and
plant is old, cultivated for centuries and
depleted of its nutrients.
The governments in the region have
been incapable of caring for their people,
preferring instead to amass arms and
fight their oppositions. In Sudan, govern
ment forces are fighting in the south
against Christian and animist guerrillas
who oppose the'strict Muslim laws of the
dictator, Jaafar Niemeiry. In Ethiopia, the
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government is fighting separatist guer
rillas seeking autonomy in its northern
most provinces, Eritrea and Tigre. These
provinces are also racked by drought and
famine. But because of the civil war, the
government is reluctant to send relief.
Why battle your enemy when you can
starve them? Government planes have
been seen bombing refugee lines in the
north, claiming guerrilla infiltration. Fur
thermore, in the fall of 1984, Ethiopia
spent $150 million to celebrate the tenth
anniversary of the communist revolution.

Villages and clusters
o f buts perched on the
tops and sides o f
mountains, without,
apparently, any roads
leading to them. It was
beyond me how fo o d
could be grown and
people survive in that
Godforsaken land.
This was an outrage at the time when
people were starving only 40 miles from
the capito.l.
Before the revolution of 1974, the
United States backed the regime of Ethi
opian Emperor Haile Selasie, and
equipped his army to fight the Eritrean
and Tigrean seperatists. Somalia, Ethi
opia’s traditional enemy to the west, was
backed by the Russians, who also sup
ported the Eritreans and Tigreans. In
1974 these roles were all reversed with
the overthrow of Haile Selasie. The
United States was thrown out of Ethiopia
and Somalia attacked, trying to recap
ture land they’d lost to Ethiopia in 1891.
The Russians refused to back this
campaign and transferred their support
to the Ethiopians, leaving Somalia no
choice but to ally itself with the United

States. Somalia was initially able to re
cover its territory, but then was defeated
and pushed back across its original bor
ders (along with 750,000 refugees) by the
combined forces of Ethiopia and Cuba.
The United States has since allied itself
with Eritrea and Tigre as well. In this
scramble for political power and shifting
international alliances, the common peo
ple are starving and dying.
Originally the United States was hesi
tant to provide relief to Ethiopia because
it was communist. Now the only help
given is food. No transportation or other
assistance is allowed. Yet it is doubtful
the starving people have ever heard of
Marxism or capitalism. Politics should
not interfere with saving human life.
Other problems have plagued these
emerging African nations. Methods of
farming that work in North America or
Europe don’t always succeed there. I
heard of one instance when some “ agri
cultural experts” saw a field used for
growing grain with many rocks in it. They
immediately suggested clearing the
earth so more grain would grow. This the
people did. Only later was it discovered
that the rocks keep moisture in the
ground and the plants grow up around
them. Without the rocks the fields just
dried out.
On December 26th our filming was offi
cially over. I spent an additional two
weeks in Kenya before returning home.
After spending more than two months
in Africa, the huge disparity that divides
our luxurious culture from their de
pressed one became more than obvious.
It is hard for people to realize how much
suffering is taking place in Africa at this
very moment and how much more as
sistance is needed for these unfortunate
people. Even though the world, and the
American people in particular, have been
very generous, only the bare minimum of
relief has been received. And the bare
minimum is not enough. I hope that this
terrible situation is not destined to be
noticed briefly and then forgotten. I can
not stress enough that more help is
needed for the starving in Africa.
Nicholas Blair is a San Francisco
based freelance photographer. This is
his first contribution to CSQ.

Sweet Dreams
Futon. Six-inch thick Japanese
beds, all cotton or with twoinch foam cores. Send $2 for
our catalogue of sweet
dreams at sweet prices. Or
come visit!
400 SW 2nd,
Portland 97204
516 15th Ave. East,
Seattle 98112
Hours: Mon-Fri ll-6/Thurs 11-7/Sat 11-5

M O D I H

E S 71

C O M P A \N V |

►1 □ EZZI E E I H F B S c n □ «
APPAREL
Bohemia 8
Cotton Delight 56
El Mundo (CB) 54
Gazelle 39
La Paloma 30
Let's Dress Up 51
Now & Again 38
Nanu 17
Reflections in Time 17
Sachet 2
Sew What 23

ARTS & CRAFTS/
OFFICE SUPPLIES
Art Media 39
Flying Colours 16
Frameworks 22
NW Working Press (E) 13
Paper Tree 16
Scribbles 21
Shannon & Co. 17

BOOKS
Book Barn 38
Cannon Beach Books (CB) 54
Early Childhood Bookhouse 27
Empty Bowl (PT) 48
Great NW Bookstore 51
King of Rome 51
Looking Glass 20
Paper Moon 20
Peralandra (E) 12
Sinsemilla Tips (C) 47
Serendipity 15
Thurman St. Bookstore 20
Yamhill Book Merchant 51

CAR & BICYCLE CARE
Amazon Motors 14
Cielo 39
Companion Carrier (E) 13
Coventry Cycle 23
Hawthorne Auto Clinic 23
NW Bicycles 26

Duchess of Burnside 47
East Ave. Tavern 47
Echo Restaurant 38
Escape From NY Pizza 35
Foothill Broiler 27
Flying Pie Pizza 15
Half Shell Restaurant (PT) 48
Hank 's Franks 43
Hawthorne St. Cafe 22
The Hobbit 15
Hunan 20
Indigine 35
Jarra s 23
Key Largo 43
Korgan 's 23
La Patisserie 16
L Auberge 26
Martinotti's 42
Morrison St. Deli-21
Mountain Song (NC) 48
Nob Hill Cafe 20
Papa Haydn 30
Parchman Farm 16
Pharmacy Fountain 27
Porretta Pizza 15
Prego 23
Rimsky Korsakoffee 23
Riverway Inn 51
Salal Cafe (PT) 48
Starkey's 15
Sweet Basil 14
Wooden Spoons 17
Zoo Zoo 's (E) 12

FOOD/TAKE-OUT
Food Front 16
Murphy's Seafood 26
Nancy 's Yogurt 13
Ota Tofu 2
Pasta works 22
Paul Bergen 20
Popper's Supply 44
Ross Island Grocery 16
Savoy Truffle 35
Starflower 54

COMPUTER PLANNING GET-AWAYS
Glick & Associates 49

Breitenbush (OC) 44
Bishop Victorian Guest Suites (PT)

FILM/VIDEO

GIFTS

Clinton St. Theatre 17
Laskey's Video 38
L 'Auberge 26
PSU Film Committee 14
1st Stop Video 21

FOOD/RESTAURANTS
Barley Mill Pub 17
Bijou Cafe 21
Bread & Ink 22
Broadway Revue 47
Cafe de la Mer (CB) 54
Cassidy's 42
Chocolate Moose 47
Dandelion Pub 20

Companion Carrier (E) 13
DaVinci's 32
Della s Deco-Ware 22
Ellen's Flower Cart 26
Escential Lotions 27
Haggle Shop 23
La Paloma 38
Oasis Antiques 23
Oregon Country Fair (E) 12
Rainy Day Flowers 38
Real Mother Goose 21
Scribbles 21

HEALTH
Alternative Family Health Care 23

Dr. Alvin Ackerman 22
Everett's Flotation Tanks 44
Metro Crisis 26
Michael Sears Chiropractor 27
Stephen Woolperl Massage 23

HOUSE & GARDEN
Da Vinci's 32
Eurostyle 55
NW Futon 55
Oasis Antiques 23
Rejuvenation House Parts 35
Shelby Fine Arts 14
Urban Gardens 26
Yestershades 23

INSURANCE
Bridget Downey 39

LEGAL ASSISTANCE
Sanders, Dixon, & Nichols 49

RADIO
KLCC (E) 13
KOAP 2

PERSONAL TREATS
Apropos 38
Breitenbush (OC) 44
Escential Perfume 27
Family Hot Tub 22
Inner City Hot Springs 44
Stark St. Hair Design 42
Stephen Woolpert Massage 23

RECORDS
Artichoke Music 26
For What It's Worth Records 50
Peralandra (E) 12
Music Millenium 51
Rockport Records 42

SCHOOLS/SEMINARS
OMSI 39
Pacific NW College of Art 2
Sailing Center 34
Shelby Fine Arts 14

SPIRITS &
ENTERTAINMENT
Barley Mill Pub 17
Cassidy's 42
City Nightclub 17
Key Largo 43
Parchman Farm 16
Primary Domain 51
Satyricon 43
Storefront Theatre 51
World Music Festival 20
Cannon Beach (CB)
Corvallis (C)
Eugene (E)
North Cascades (NC)
Oregon Cascades (OC)
Port Townsend (PT)

Clinton St. Quarterly

55

COTTON^

^ ^ D

3556 S.E. HAWTHORNE

-'

’LIGHT
231-1718

SUMMERTIME

AND THE DRESSING
IS EASY.
BULK RATE
U.S- POSTAGE

PAID
PORTLAND, OR
PERMIT NO. 2211

